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PREFACE TO RICHELIEU. 



The administration of Cardinal Richelieu, whom 
(de&pite all his darker qiialities) Voltaire and 
History justly consider the true architect of the 
French monarchy, and the great parent of French 
civilization, is characterised by features alike 
tragic and comic. A weak king — an ambitious 
favourite ; a despicable conspiracy against the 
minister, nearly always associated with a danger- 
ous treason against the State — These, with little 
variety of names and dates, constitute the eventful 
cycle through which, with a dazzling ease, and an 
arrogant confidence, the great luminary fulfilled 
its destinies. Blent together, in startling contrast, 
we see the grandest achievements and the pettiest 
agents ; — the spy — the mistress — the capuchin ; — 
the destruction of feudalism ; — the humiliation of 
Austria; — the dismemberment of Spain. 
Richelieu himself is still what he was in his 
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own day- — a man of two characters. If, on th 
one hand, he is justly represented as inflexible 
and vindictive, crafty and unscrupulous ; so, on 
the other, it cannot be denied that he was placed 
in times in which the long impunity of every 
license required stern examples — that he was 
beset by perils and intrigues, which gave a certain 
excuse to the subtlest inventions of self-defence — 
that his ambition was inseparably connected with 
a passionate love for the glory of his country — 
and that, if he was her dictator, he was not less 
her benefactor. It has been fairly remarked, by 
the most impartial historians, that he was no less 
generous to merit than severe to crime — that, in 
the various departments of the State, the Army, 
and the Church, he selected and distinguished the 
ablest aspirants — that the wars which he con- 
ducted were, for the most part, essential to the 
preservation of France, and Europe itself, from 
the formidable encroachments of the Austrian 
House — that, in spite of those wars, the people 
were not oppressed with exorbitant imposts — 
and that he left the kingdom he had governed 
in a more flourishing and vigorous stale than at 
any former period of the French history, or at the 
decease of Louis XIV. 



PREFACE. . ix 

The cabals formed against this great statesman 
were not carried on by the patriotism of public 
virtue, or the emulation of equal talent : they were 
but court struggles, in which the most worthless 
agents had recourse to the most desperate means. 
In each, as I have before observed, we see com- 
bined the twofold attempt to murder the minister 
and to betray the country. Such, then, are the 
agents, and such the designs, with which truth, in 
the Drama as in History, requires us to contrast the 
celebrated Cardinal ; — not disguising his foibles or 
his vices, but not unjust to the grander qualities 
(especially the love of country), by which they 
were often dignified, and, at times, redeemed. 

The historical drama is the concentration of 
historical events. In the attempt to place upon 
the stage the picture of an era, that license with 
dates and details, which Poetry permits, and which 
the highest authorities in the Drama of France 
herself, have sanctioned, has been, though not un- 
sparingly, indulged. The conspiracy of the Due 
de Bouillon is, for instance, amalgamated with the 
denouement of The Day of Dupes ;* and circum- 

* Le Cardinal se croit perdu, et prepare sa retraite. Ses amis lui 
conieillent de tenter enfin aupr^s du roi un nouvel effort Le 
Cardinal va trouver le roi k VersailleB. Le Roi qui avait sacrifif^ son 
Ministre par faiblesse, se remit par faiblesse entre scs mains, et il 

c 



stances connected with the treason of Cinq Mars 
(whose brilliant youth and gloomy catastrophe 
tend to subvert poetic and historic justice, by se- 
ducing us to forget his base ingratitude and his 
perfidious apostacy) are identified with the fate of 
the earlier favourite Baradas,* whose sudden rise 
and as sudden fall passed into a proverb. I ought 
to add, that the noble romance of Cinq Mars sug- 
gested one of the scenes in the fifth act; and that 
for the conception of some portion of the intrigue 
connected with De Mauprat and Julie, I am, with 
great alterations of incident, and considerable if 
not entire reconstruction of character, indebted 
to an early and admirable novel by the author of 
Piccioia.'\ 

London, March, 1839. 

Itii abandonne ceux qui I'avaicnt perdu. Ce jour qui eat encore fi 
present appelle la Journee des Dvpes,iat celui du pouvoir absolu du 
Cardinal. — Voltaire Hut. Gen. 

• En six mois il {te Roi) fit (Baradas) premier Ecuyer, premier 
Gentilhomme de la chambre, CapitaJne de St. Germain, et Lieu- 
tenant de roi, en Champagne. En moins de temps encore, on lui 
fitft tout, et des debris dc sa grandeur, h peine lui resto-t-il de quoi 
payer ses dettes : de sorte que pour aignifier une grande fortune dis- 
Btp^ auBBi qu'acquiee on diaoit en commun proverbe Fortune de 
Baradas . — A nquelH. 

t It may be aa nell, however, to caution the English reader against 
some of the impreeaiona which the eloquence of both the writers 1 
refer to are calculated to leRve. They have cxagii;craled the more 
evil, and have kept out of sight the nobler, qualicicB of the Cardinal, 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA, 

AS PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL^ COVENT-OARDEN^ 

THURSDAY, MARCH 7, 1839. 



Men. 

Louis the Thirteenth . . Mr. Elton. 

Gaston, Duke op Orleans, brother to 

Louis XIII. . . Mr. Diddbar. 

Baradas, Favourite of the Kinff^ first 
gentleman of the Chamber^ Premier 
Ecuyer^ 8^c, .Mr. Warde. 

Cardinal Richelieu . Mr. Macready. 

The Chevalier de Mauprat . . Mr. Anderson. 

The Sieur de Bbringhen (tn attendance 

on the King,* one of the Conspirators) Mr. Vinino. 

Joseph, a Capuchin^ Richelieu*s confidant Mr. Phelps. 

Huguet, an officer of Richelieu* s household 

guard — a Spy . . Mr. George Bennett. 

¥rav(^ois^ first Page to Richelieu • Mr. Howe. 

First Courtier . . . Mr. Roberts. 

Captain of the Archers . . Mr. Matthews. 

First, ] 

SecondA Secretaries of State . . ^ Mr. Y Arnold. 

Third 1 (mr. Payne. 

Oovemor of the Bastile . . Mr. Waldron. 

Oaoler .... Mr. Aylippe. 

Courtiers, Pages, Conspirators, Officers, Soldiers, Sfc. 

Women. 

Julie de Mqrtemar, an Orphan, Ward to 

Richelieu . . . Miss Helen Faucit. 

Marion de Lorme, Mistress to Orleans, 

but in Richelieu* s pay . . Miss Charles. 

* Properly speaking, the King's First Valet de Chambrei a post of great im- 
portance at that time. 

m 



Mr. Tilbury. 



NOTE, 

The length of the Play necessarily requires curtailments on the Stage — ^the 
principal of which are specified (as they occur) in marginal notes. Many of 
the passages thus omitted, however immaterial to the audience, must obTiously 
be such as the reader would be least inclined to dispense with — viz., those which, 
without being absolutely essential to the business of the Stage, contain either 
the subtler strokes of character, or the more poetical embellishments of de- 
scription. A more important consequence of these suppressions is, that Richelieu 
himself is left, too often and too unrelievedly, to positions which place him in 
an amwbie light, without that shadowing forth of his more sinister motives and 
his fiercer qualities which is attempted in the written play. Thus, the character 
takes a degree of credit due only to the situation. To judge the Author*s con- 
ception of Richelieu fairly, and to estimate how far it is consistent with historical 
portraiture, the Play must be read. 



RICHELIEU; 

OR, 

THE CONSPIRACY, 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 



A room in the house of Marion de Lorme ; a table towards 
the front of the stcige (with wine, fruits, Sfc), at which are 
seated Baradas, Four Courtiers, splendidly dressed in the 
costume o/* 1641-2/ — the Duke of Orleans reclinins on a 
large fauteuil ; — Marion de Lorme, standing at the back of 
his chair, offers him a goblet, and then retires. At another 
table J De Beringhen, De Mavprat, playing at dice ; other 
Courtiers, of inferior rank to those at the table of the Duke, 
looking on. 

ORLEANS (drinking). 

Hgrk*s to our enterprise ! — 

BARADAS (glancing at Marion). 

Hush, Sir !— 

ORLEANS (aside). 

Nay, Count, 
You may trust her ; she doats on me ; no house 
So safe as Marion's.* At our statelier homes 
The very walls do play the eaves-dropper. 
There's not a sunbeam creeping o'er our floors 
But seems a glance from that malignant eye 
Which reigns o'er France ; our fatal greatness lives 
In the sharp glare of one relentless day. ^ 

But Richelieu s self forgets to fear the sword 
The myrtle hides; and Marions silken robe 10 

Casts its kind charity o'er fiercer sins 
Than those which haunt the rosy path between 

* Omitted in representation, from <' At our statelier homes,'* line 3, to the end 
of speech line 13. 

B 



The lip and eye of beauty. — Oh, no house 
So safe as Marion's. 

BABADAS. 

Still, we have a secret. 
And oil and water — woman and a secret — 
Are hostile properties. 

ORLEANS. 

Well — Marion, see 
How the play prospers yonder. 

Marion goes to the next table, looks on for 
then Exit. 

Baradas {pToducing a parchment'). 
I have now 
All the conditions drawn ; it only needs 
Our signatures : upon receipt of this, 
(Whereto is joined the schedule of our treaty 
With the Count- Duke,* the Richelieu of the Escurial,) 
Bouillon will join his army with the Spaniard, 
March on to Paris, — there, dethrone the King : 
You will be Regent; I, and ye, my Lords, 
Form the new Council. So much for the core 
Of our great scheme. 

ORLEANS. 

But Richelieu is an Argus ; 
One of his hundred eyes will light upon us. 
And then— good bye to hfe. 



To gain the prize 
We must destroy the Argus : — ay, my Lords, 
The scroll the core, but blood must fill the veins. 
Of our design ; — while this despatched to Bouillon, 
Richelieu despatched to Heaven ! — The last viy charge 
Meet here to-morrow night. Yo», Sir, as first 
In honour and in hope, meanwhile select 
Some trusty knave to hear the scroll to Bouillon ; 
Mid^ Richelieu's foes VU find some desperate hand 
To strike for vengeance, while we stride to power. 

ORLEANS. 

So be it ; — to-morrow, midnight. — Come, my Lords. 
Exeunt Orleans, and the Courtiers in his train. Those nt 
the other table rise, salute Orleans, and re-seni themselves. 
* OlivarcB, HiabteroE Spun. 
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DE BERimSHEN. 

Double the stakes. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Done. 

DE BERINOHEN. 

Bravo ; faith it shames me 
To bleed a purse already in extremis, 40 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Nay, as you've had the patient to yourself 
So long, no other doctor should despatch Jt. ] 

De Mauprat throws and loses, 

OBINES. 

Lost ! Ha, ha — poor De Mauprat ! 

DE BERINGHEN. 

One throw more ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

No ; I am bankrupt (pishing gold). There goes all— except 
My honour and my sword. (They rise.) 

DE BERINGHEN. 

Long cloaks^and honour 
Went out of vogue together, when we found 
We got on much more rapidly without them ; 
The sword, indeed, is never out of fashion, — 
The devil has care of that. 

First gamester. 

Ay, take the sword 
To Cardinal Richelieu : — he gives gold for steeU 50 

When worn by brave men. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Richelieu ! 

DE BERINOHEN (to Baradas). 

At that name 
He <Aanges colour, bites his nether lip. 
Ev'n in his brightest moments whisper *' Richelieu,*' 
And you cloud all his sunshine. 

BARADAS. 

I have mark*d it. 
And I will learn the wherefore. 

b2 



4 RICHELIEU ; 

DE MACPRAT. 

The Egyptian 
Dissolved her richest jewel in a draught : 
Would I could so melt time and all its treasures, 
And drain it thus (drinking). 

DE BERINQHEN. 

Come, gentlemen, what say ye, 
A walk on the Parade ? 



[Aovq 



Ay; come, De Mauprat. 

DE M4UPRAT. 

Pardon me ; we shall meet again ere nightfall. 

BARADA8. 

I'll stay and comfort Mauprat. 



Comfort ! — when 
We gallant fellows have run out a friend 
There's nothing left — except to run him through ! 
There's the last act of friendship, 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Let me keep 
That favour in reserve ; in all beside 
Your most obedient servant. 

Exeunt De Beringken, ^c. Manent De Mavprat and 
Baradas. 



You have lost — 
Yet are not sad. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Sad ! — Life and gold have wings 
And must fly one day :^open, then, their cages 
And wish them merry. 



You're a strange enigma : — 
Fiery in war — and yet to glory lukewarm ; — 

All rairth in action — in repose all gloom 

These are extremes in which the unconscious heart 
Betrays tlia fever of deep-fix'd disease. 
Confide in me ! our young days roll'd together 
In the same river, glassing the same stars 
That smile i' the heaven of hope ; — alike we made 
Bright-winged steeds of our unform'd chimeras. 
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Spurring the fancies upward to the air. 

Wherein we shaped fair castles from the doud. 

Fortune of late has sever'd us — and led 80 

Me to the rank of Courtier, Count, and Favourite,— 

You to the titles of the wildest gallant 

And bravest knight in France ; — are you content ? 

No ; — ^trust in me — some gloomy secret 

DE MAUPR/LT. 

Ay:— 
A secret that doth haunt me, as, of old. 
Men were possessed of fiends ! — Where'er I turn. 
The grave yawns dark before me ! — I will trust you ; — 
Hating the Cardinal, and beguiled by Orleans, 
You know I join d the Languedoc revolt — 
Was captured — sent to the Bastile 

BARADAS. 

But shared 90 

The general pardon, which the Duke of Orleans 
Won for himself and all in the revolt. 
Who but obey'd his orders. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

m Note the phrase ; — 

" Obey'd his orders.'* Well, when on my way 
To join the Duke in Languedoc, I (then 
The down upon my lip— less man than boy) 
Leading young valours — reckless as myself> 
Seized on the town of Faviaux, and displaced 
The Boyal banners for the Rebel. Orleans, 
(Never too daring,) when I reach'd the camp, 100 

Blamed me for acting — mark — without his orders : 
Upon this quibble Richelieu razed my name 
Out of the general pardon. 

BARADAS. 

Yet released you 
From the Bastile 

DE MAUPRAT. 

To call me to his presence. 
And thus address me : — " You have seized a town 
Of France, without the orders of your leader. 
And for this treason, but one sentence — Death.'* 

BARADAS. 

Death! 



6 RICHEUEU ; 

DB HAUPtUT. 

" I have pity on your youth and birth. 
Nor wish to glut the headatnan; — ^join your troop. 
Now on the march against the Spaniards ; — change 
The traitor's scaflfold for the soldier's grave ; — 
Your memory stainless — they who shared your crime 
Exil'd or dead — your king shall never learn h." 

BARADAS. 

tender pity ! — O most charming prospect ! 
Blown into atoms by a bomb, or driU'd 
Into a cullender by gunshot ! — Well ? — 

DB MATTFRAT. 

You have heard if I fought bravely.— Death became 

Desired as Daphne by the eager Daygod. 

Like him I chas'd the nymph — to grasp the laurel ! 

1 could not die ! 



DE MAL'PRAT. 

When the Cardinal 
Review'd the troops — his eye met mine ; — he frown'd, 
Summon'd me forth — " How's this ?" quoth he ; " youill 

shunn'd 
The sword — beware the axe! — 'twill fall one day!" 
He left me thus — we were recall'd to Paris, 
And — you know all '. 

BARADAS. 

And, knowing this, why halt you, 
Spell'd by the rattle-snake, — while in the breasts 
Of your firm friends beat hearts, that vow the death 
Of your grim tyrant ? — Wake ! — Be one of ua ; 
The time invites — the King detests the Cardiniil, 
Dares not disgrace — hut groans to be deliver'd 
Of that too great a subject — join your friends. 
Free France, and save yourself. , 

D£ MA Hi's AT. 

Hush ! Richcheu bears 
A charmed life : — to all, who have braved his power. 
One common end — the block. 

UARADAS. 

Nay, if he live. 



The block your doom ;— 
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DE MAUPRAT. 

Better the victim. Count, 
Than the assassin. — Prance requires a Richelieu, 
But does not need a Mauprat Truce to this ; — 
All time one midnight, where my thoughts are spectres. 
What to me feme ? — What love ? — 

BARADAS. 

Yet dost thou love not ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Love? — I am young 

BARADAS. 

And Julie fair ! (Aside) It is so, 4^0 
Upon the margin of the grave — his hand 
Would pluck the rose that I would win and wear ! 
(Aloud)* Thou lovest — 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Who, lonely in the midnight tent. 
Gazed on the watch-fires in the sleepless air. 
Nor choae one star amidst the clustering hosts 
To bless it in the name of some fair face 
Set in his spirit, as that star in Heaven ? 
For our divine Aflfections, like the Spheres, 
Move ever, ever musical. 

BARADA8. 

You speak 
As one who fed on poetry. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Why, man, 150 

The thoughts of lovers stir with poetry 
As leaves with summer-wind. — The heart that loves 
Dwells in an Eden, hearing angel-lutes. 
As Eve in the First Garden. Hast thou seen 
My Julie, and not felt it henceforth dull 
To live in the common world — and talk in words 
That clothe the feelings of the frigid herd ? — 
Upon the perfumed pillow of her lips — 
As on his native bed of roses flushed 

With Paphian skies — Love smiling sleeps : — Her voice 160 
The blest interpreter of thoughts as pure 
As virgin wells where Dian takes delight. 
Or Fairies dip their changelings ! — In the maze 
Of her harmonious beauties — Modesty 

* Omitted in representation, from line 142 to line 176. 
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(Like some severer Grace that leads the choir 
Of her sweet sisters) every airy motion 
Attunes to such chaste charm, that Passion holds 
His burning breath, and will not with a sigh 
Dissolve the spell ihat binds him ! — Oh those eyes 
That woo the earth — shadowing more soul than lurks 
Under the lids of Psyche ! — Go ! — thy lip 
Curls at the purfled phrases of a lover — 
Love thou, and if thy love he deep as mine. 
Thou wilt not laugh at poets. 

BARADAS {aside). 

With each word 
Thou wak'st a jealous demon in my heart, 
An8 my hand clutches at my hilt — 

DE MAUPRAT (gaily). 

No more ! — 
I love ! — Your breast holds toth my secrets ; — Never 
Unbury either ! — Come, while yet we may. 
We'll bask ua in the noon of rosy life : — 
Lounge through the gardens, — flaunt it in the tarems,- 
Laugh, — game, — drink, — feast : — If so confined my days. 
Faith, I'll enclose the nights. — Pshaw ! not so grave; 
I'm a true Frenchman ! — Vive la bagatelle ! • 



(As they t 



going out. Enter Huguel, and four arqiu 
busier s.) 



Messire De Mauprat, — I arrest you ! — Follow 
To Ihe Lord Cardinal. 



Yon see, my friend, 
I'm out of my suspense! — the tiger's play'd 
Long enough with his prey. — Farewell! — Hereafter 
Say, when men name me, " Adrien de Mauprat 
Lived without hope, and perished without fear !" 

[Exeunt De Mavprat, Huguet, S^. 



Farewell! — 1 trust for ever! 1 design'dthee 

For Richelieu's murderer but, as well his martyr ! 190 

In childhood you the stronger — and I cursed you ; 
In youth the fairer — and I cursed you still; 
And now my rival! — While the name of Julie 
Hung on thy lips — I smiled — for then I saw 
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In my mind's eye^ the cold and grinning Death 

Hang o*er thy head the pall ! — Ambition, Love, 

Ye twin-born stars of daring destinies. 

Sit in my house of Life ! — By the King's aid 

I will be Julie's husband — in despite 200 

Of -my hmrd Cardinal — By the King's aid 

I will ^ minister of France — in spite 

Of my Lord Cardinal ; — and then — what then ? 

The King loves Julie — feeble Prince — ^felse master — 

(Producing and gazing on the parchment.) 

Then, by the aid of Bouillon, and the Spaniard, 

I will dethrone the King ; and all — ha ! — ha ! — 

All, in despite of my Lord Cardinal. [^Exit. 



SCENE II. 



A room in the Palais Cardinal, the walls hung with arras. 
A large screen in one comer. A table covered with books, 
papers, ^c. A rude clock in a recess. Busts, statues, 
bookcases, weapons of different periods, and banners sus' 
pended over Richelieu s chair. 

Richelieu. — Joseph. 

RICHEUBU. 

And so you think this new conspiracy 
The craftiest trap yet laid for the old fox ? 



Fox !— Well, I like the nickname ! What did Plutarch 210 
Say of the Greek Lysander ? 

JOSEPH. 

I forget 

RICHELIEU. 

That where the lion's skin fell short, he eked it 
Out with the fox's ! A great statesman, Joseph, 
That same Lysander ! 

JOSEPH. 

Orleans heads the traitors. 

RICHELIEU. 

A very wooden head then ! Well ? 



['•rri 



Tbe favoarite. 
Count Baratlas — 

mCHELIEC. 

A weed of hastj- growth ; 
First gentleman of the chamber — titles, lands. 
And the King's ear ! — it cost me six long wioters 
To mount as high, as in six little moons 

This painted li^rd But I hold the ladder. 

And when I shake — he falls ! What more ? 



A scheme 
To make your orphan-ward an instrument 
To aid your foes. You placed her with the Queen, 
One of the royal chamber, — as a watch 
r th' enemy's quarters — 

RlCHELlEtJ. 

And the silly child 
Visits me daily, — calls me " Father," — prays 
Kind heaven to bless me — And for all the rest. 
As well have placed a doll about the Queen ! 
She does not heed who frowns — who smiles ; with whom 
The King confers in whispers; notes not when 
Men who last week were foes, are found in comers 
Mysteriously affectionate ; words spoken 
Within closed doors she never hears ; — by chance 
Taking the air at keyholes — Senseless puppet ! 
No ears — nor eyes! — and yet she says — "She loves me!" 
Go on 



Your ward has charm'd the King 

RICHELIEU, 

Out on you ! 
Have I not, one by one, from such fair shoots 
Pluck'd the insidious ivy of his love ? 
And shall it creep around ray blossoming tree 
Where innocent thoughts, like happy birds, make music 
That spirits in Heaven might hear? — ^They're sinful too. 
Those passionate surfeits of the rampant flesh, 
The Chiirch condenina them ; and lo us, my Joseph, 
The props and pillars of the Church, most hurtful. 
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The King is weak — whoever the King loves 

Must rule the King ; the lady loves another. 

The other rules the lady — thus we're balked 

Of our own proper sway — ^The King must have 

No goddess out the State : — the State— That's Richelieu I 

JOSEPH. 

This not the worst ; — Louis, in all decorous, 250 

And deeming you her least compliant guardian. 
Would veil his suit by marriage with nis minion. 
Your prosperous foe, Count Baradas ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Ha! ha! 
I have another bride for Baradas. 

^ JOSEPH. 

YouTmyLord? 

RICHELIETJ. 

Ay — more faithful than the love 
Of fickle woman : — when the head lies lowliest, 
Clasping him fondest ; — Sorrow never knew 
So sure a soother, — and her bed is stainless ! 

JOSEPH (aside). 

If of the grave he speaks, I do not wonder 
That priests are bachelors ! 

Enter Franqois. 

FRANQOIS. 

Mademoiselle De Mortemar. 260 

RICHEUBU. 

Most opportune — admit her. [Exit Franks. 

In my closet 
You'll find a rosary, Joseph ; ene you tell 
Three hundred beads, I'll summon you. — Stay, Joseph ; — 
I did omit an Ave in my matins, — 
A grievous fault ; — atone it for me, Joseph ; 
There is a scourge within ; I am weak, you strong, 
#It were but chanty to take my sin 
On such broad shoulders. Exercise is healthful. 

JOSEPH. 

I ! guilty of such criminal presumption 

As to mistake myself for you — No, never ! 270 

Think it not ! — (Aside) Troth, a pleasant invitation ! 

[Exit Joseph. 




[act t 



Enter Julie de Mortemm 

RICHELIEU. 

That's my sweet Julie ! — why, upon this face 
Bluahes such daybreak, one might swear the Morning 
Were come to visit Tlthon. 

lULiB {facing hergelf at his feet). 
Are you gracious ? — 
May I say " Father?" 

RICHELIEU. 

Now and ever ! 

JtlLIE. 

Father 1 
A sweet word to an orphan. 

KIC HELIEU. 

No ; not orphan 
While Richelieu lives ; thy father loved me well ; 
My friend, ere I had flatterers (now, I'm great. 
In other phrase, I'm friendless) — he died young 
In years, not service, and bequeath'd thee to me ; 
And thou shalt have a dowry, girl, to buy 
Thy mate amidst the mightiest. Drooping ? — sighs ?— 
Art thou not happy at the court ? 



RICHEUED (aside). 
Can she love Baradas ? — Ah 1 at thy heart 
There's what can smile and sigh, blush and grow pale. 
All in a breath ! — Thou art admired^art young ; 
Does not his Majesly commend thy beauty — 
Ask thee to sing to him 7 — and swear such sounds 
Had smooth'd the brows of Saul ? — 

JULIE. 

He's very tiresome. 
Our worthy King. 

RICHELIEU. 

Fie ; kings are never tiresome. 
Save to their ministers. — What courtly gallants 
Charm ladies most 7 — De Sourdiac, LongueviUe, or 
The favourite Baradas 7 

JULIE. 

A smileless man — 
1 fear, and shun him, 
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RICHELIEU. 

Yet he courts thee ? 

JULIE. 

Then 
He is more tiresome than his Majesty. 

RICHELIEU. 

Rights girl^ shun Baradas. — Yet of these flowers 
Of France^ not one, in whose more honied breath 
Thy heart hears Summer whisper ? 

Enter Huguet. 

HUOUET. 

The Chevalier 
De Mauprat waits below. 

JULIE {starting up). 
De Mauprat! 

RICHELIEU. 

Hem ! 
He has been tiresome too ! — Anon. [Exit Huguet. 

JULIE. 

What doth he?—. 300 

I mean — I — Does your Eminence — that is— 
Know you Messire de Mauprat ? 

RICHELIEU. 

Well ! — and you 

Has he address*d you often ? 

JULIE. 

Often! No- 
Nine times ; — nay, ten ; — the last time^ by the lattice 
Of the great staircase. — (/n a melancholy tone) The Court 
• sees him rarely. 

RICHELIEU. 

A boBI and forward royster ? 

JULIE. 

He ? — nay, modest. 
Gentle, and sad methinks. 

RICHELIEU. 

Wears gold and azure ? 

JULIE. 

No ; sable. 



RICHELIEU. 

So you note his colours, Julie? 
Shame on you, child, look loftier. By the mass 
I have business with this modest gentleaian. 

JULIE. 

You're angry with poor Julie. There's no cause. 

RICHELIEU, 

No cause — you hate my foes ? 

JULIE. 

I do! 

RICHELIEU. 

Hate Mauprat? 

JULIE. 

Not Mauprat. No, not Adrien, father. 



Adrien ! 
Familiar ! — Go, child; no, — not that way ; — wait 
In the tapestry chamber; I will join you,— go. 

JULIE. 

His brows are knit ; — I dare not call him father ! 
But I must apeak — Your Eminence— 

BiCHELiEu {sternly'). 

WeU,girl! 

JULIE. 

Nay 
Smile on me — one smile more; there, now I'm happy. 
Do not rank Mauprat with your foes ; he is not, 
I know he u not ; he loves France too well. 

RICHELIEU. 

Not rank De Mauprat wilh my foes 1 So be it, 

I'll blot bim from that list. > 

JULIE. 

That's my own father. 

[Exit Juliet 
RICHELIEU (^ringing a small bell on the table-) 
Huguet ! 

Enter Huguet. 
De Mauprat struggled not, nor murmiir'd ? 
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HOOUBT. 

No ; proud and passive. 

RICHELIEU. 

Bid him enter. — Hold : 
Look that he hide no weapon. Humph, despair 
Makes victims sometimes victors. When he has entered. 
Glide round unseen ; — place thyself yoader {poinding to ike 

screen) ; watch him ; 
If he show violence — (let me see thy carbine; 
So, a good weapon ;) — if he play the Uon, 
Why — ^the dog's death. 

HUGUET. 

I never miss my mark. 330 

Exit Huguet ; Richelieu seats himself at the table, and 
slowly arranges the papers before him. Enter De Mauprat, 
preceded by Huguet, who then retires behind the screen, 

RICHELIEU. 

Approach, Sir. — Can you call to mind the hour. 
Now three years since, when in this room, methinks. 
Your presence honour'd me ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

It is, my Lordy 
One of my most— 

RICHELIEU (drily). 

Delightful recollections.'*' 

DE MAUPRAT (osids). 

St. Denis ! doth he make a jest of axe 
And headsman ? 

RICHELIEU (sternly). 

1 did then accord you 
A mercy ill requited — ^you still live ? 

^ DE MAUPRAT. 

To me^ death face to fiace at last, f 

RICHELIEU. 

Your words. 
Are bold. 

* There are many anecdotes of the irony, often so terrible, in which Riche- 
lieu indulged. But he had a love for humour in its more hearty and genial shape. 
He would send for Boisrobert *' to make him laugh/'— and grave minititers and 
magnates waited in the ante-room, while the great Cardinal listened and re- 
sponded to the sallies of the lively wit. 

t Omitted in representation, rrom line 338 to Hne 361. 



RICHELIEU ; 



My deeds have not belied them. 



RICHELIEU. 



Deeds ! 



O miserable delusion of man^s pride ! 

Deeds ! cities sack'd, fields ravaged, hearths profaned, 

Men butcher'd ! In your hour of doom behold 

The deeds you boast of! From rank showers of blood. 

And the red light of blazing roofs, you build 

Tile Rainbow Glory, and to shuddering Conscience 

Cry, — Lo, the Bridge to Heaven ! 

DK MAUPRAT. 

If war be sinful. 
Your hand the gauntlet cast. 

RICHELIEU. 



Itv 



', Sir. 



Note the distinction : — I weigh'd well the cause 
Which made the standard holy ; raised the war 
But to secure the peace. France bled — I groan'd ; 
But look'd beyond ; and, in the vista, saw 
France saved, and I exulted. You — but you 
Were but the tool of slaughter — knowing nought. 
Foreseeing nought, nought hoping, nought lamenting, 
And for nought fit, — save cutting throats for hire. 
Deeds, marry, deeds ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

If you would deign to speak 
Thus to your armies ere they march to battle. 
Perchance your Eminence might have the pain 
Of the throat-eutling to yourself. 

RICHELIEU (aside). 

He has wit. 
This Maupral — {Aloud) — Let it pass ; there is against you 310 
What you can less excuse. Messire de Mauprat, 
Dooin'd to sure death, how hast thou since consumed 
The time allotted thee for serious thought 
And solemn penitence ? 

DE HAUPRAT {embarrassed'). 
The lime, my Lord ? 

RICHELIEU. 

Is not the question plain ? I'll answer for thee. 

Thou hast sought nor priest nor shrine ; no sackcloth chafed 
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Thy delicate flesh. The rosary and the death's-head 

Have not> with pious meditation, purged 

Earth from the carnal gaze. What tnou hast not done 

Brief told; what done^ a volume ! Wild debauch^ 370 

Turbulent riot : — for the morn the dice-box — 

Noon claimed the duel — and the night the wassail ; 

These, your most holy, pure preparatives 

For death and judgment. Do I wrong you. Sir? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

I was not always thus : — if changed my nature, 

Blame that, which changed my fate. — Alas, my Lord, 

There is a brotherhood which calm-eyed Reason* 

Can wot not of betwixt Despair and Mirth. 

My birth-place mid the vines of sunny Provence, 

Perchance the stream that sparkles in my veins 3f^0 

Came from that wine of passionate life which^ erst, 

Glow'd in the wild heart of the Troubadour : 

And danger, which makes steadier courage wary. 

But fevers me with an insane delight ; * 

As one of old who on the mountam-crags 

Caught madness from a Mcenad's haunting eyes. 

Were you, my Lord, — whose path imperisd power, 

And the grave cares of reverent wisdom guard 

From all that tempts to folly meaner men, — 

Were you accursed with that which you inflicted — 390 

By bed and board, dogg'd by one ghastly spectre — 

The while within you youth beat high, and life 

Grew lovelier from the neighbouring frown of death — 

Tlie heart no bud, nor fruit — save in those seeds 

Most worthless, which spring up, bloom, bear, and wither 

In the same hour — Were this your fate, perchance, 

You would have err'd like me ! 

RICHELIEU. 

I might, like you. 
Have been a brawler and a reveller ; — ^not. 
Like you, a trickster and a thief. — 

DE MAUPRAT {advancing threateningly). 

Lord Cardinal ! — 
Unsay those words ! — 

(Hvguet deliberately raises the carbine). 

RICHELIEU (waving his hand). 

Not quite so quick, friend Huguet ; 400 
* Omitted in representation, from line 376 to 389. 
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Messirc tie Mauprat ia a patient man. 
And he can wait ! — 

You have outrun your fortune; — 
I blame you not, thai you -would be a btggar — 
Each to his taste ! — But I do charge you. Sir, 
That, being beggar' d, you would coin false monies 
Out of that crucible, called deut. — To live 
On means not yours — be brave in silks and laces. 
Gallant in sleeda — splendid in banquets ; — all 
Not you rj^un given — unherited — unpaid for; — 
This is to be a trickster ; and to filch 

Men's art and labour, which to them is wealth, 41fi^ 

Life, daily bread, — quitting all scores with — " Friend, 
You're troublesome ! " — Why this, forgive me. 
Is what — when done with a less dainty grace — 
Plain folks call " TheflV — You owe eight thousand pistoles, J 
Minus one crown, two liarda ! 

DE MAUPRAT {aside). 

The old conjuror! — 
Sdeath, he'll inform me next how many cups 
I drank at dinner ! — 

RICHELIEU. 

Tliis is scandalous. 

Shaming your birth and blood 1 tell you. Sir, 

Tiiat you must pay your debts. — 

DE MAUPKAT. 

Wii h all my heart. ^Oj 

My Lord. — Where shall I borrow, then, the money ? 

RICHELIEU (aside and lavghing). 
A humorous dare-devil ! — The very man 
To suit my purpose — ready, frank, and bold ! 

(Rising, and earnestly). 
Adrien de Mauprat, men have called me cruel ; — 
I am not; — I timjust! — I found France rent asunder,— 
The rich men despots, and the poor banditti; — 
Sloth in the mart, and schism within lhe temple; 
Brawls festering to Rebellion; and weak Laws 
Rotting away with rust in antique sheaths. — 
I have re-created France; and, from the ashes 430 J 

Of tlie old feudal and decrepit carcase. 
Civilization on her luminous wings 
Soars, phoinix-like, to Jove ! — What was my art ? 
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Genius^ some say, — some. Fortune, — Witchcraft some. 
Not so ; — my art was Justice ! — Force and Fraud 
Misname it cruelty — you shall confute them ! 
My champion you ! — You met me as your foe. 
Depart my friend — You shall not die. — France needs you. 
You shall wipe off all stains, — ^be rich> be honour*d> 
Be great. 

(De MoMjrrat falls on his knee^-^Richelieu raises him.) 

I ask. Sir, in return, this hand« 440 

To gift it witli a bride, whose dower shall match^ 
Yet not exceed, her beauty. 

DB MAUPRAT. 

I, my Lord, — (hesitating) 
I have no wish to marry. 

RICHEUEU. 

Surely, Sir, 
To die were worse. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Scarcely ; the poorest coward 
Must die, — but knowingly to marcn to marriage—- 
My Lord, it asks the courage of a lion ! 

RICHEUEU. 

Traitor, tliou triflest with me ! — I know all I 
1 hou hast dared to love my ward— -my charge. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

As rivers 
May love the sunlight — basking in the beams^ 
And hurrying on ! — 

RICHELIEU. 

Thou hast told her of thy love ? 450 

DE MAUPRAT. 

My Lord, if I had dared to love a maid^ 

Lowliest in France, I would not so have wrong'd her, 

As bid her link rich life and virgin hope 

With one, the deathman's gripe might, from her side. 

Pluck at the nuptial altar. 

RICHELIEU. 

I believe thee ; 
Yet since she knows not of thy love, renounce her ; — 
Take life and fortune with another ! — Silent ? 

c 2 



DE MAUPRAT. 

Your fate has been one triumph — You know not 

How blcs<t'd a thing it was in my dark hour 

To nurse the one sweet thought you bid me banish. 

Love hatli no need of words ; — nor less within 

That holiest temple — the heaven -builded soul — 

Breatlie* the recorded vow. — Base knighl, — false lover 

Were he, who barter'd all, that brightcn'd grief. 

Or sanctified despair, for life and gold- 

Ftevoke your mercy ; — I prefer the fate 

I look'd for ! 

BICUELIEU. 

Huguetl to the tapestry chamber 
Conduct your prisoner. 

(To Mauprat.) 

You will there behold 
'i'ho executioner : — your doom be private — 
And Heaven have mercy on you ! — 

DE MAUPRAT, 

When I'm dead, 
'I'ell her, I loved her. 

RICHELIEU. 

Keep such follies. Sir, 
For fitter ears ; — go — 



Does he mock me ? 
Exeunt de Mauprat, Huguet. 

RICHELIEU. 

Joseph, 
Come forth. 

Enter Joseph. 

Melhiiiks your check hath lost its rubies ■ 
1 fear you have been too lavish of the flesh ; 
The scourge is heavy. 

JOSEPH. 

Pray you, change the subject. 

RICHELIEU. 

You good men are ao modest! — Well, to business ! 
Go instantly — deeds — nolaries! — bid my stewards 
Arrange my house by the Luxembourg — my house 
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No more ! — a bridal present to my ward> 
Who weds to-morrow. 

JOSEPH. 

Weds, with whom ? 

RICHELIEU. 

De Maupral. 480 

JOSEPH. 

Penniless husband ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Bah ! the mate for beauty 
Should be a man, and not a money-chest ! 
When her brave sire lay on his bea of death, 
I vow'd to be a father to his Julie : — 
And so he died — the smile upon his lips ! — 
And when I spared tlie life of her young lover, 
Methought I saw tliat smile again ! — Who else. 
Look you, in all the court — who else so well. 
Brave, or supplant the favourite ; — balk the King— 
BaiHe their schemes ? — I have tried him : — He has honour 490 
And courage ; — qualities that eagle-plume 
Men's souls, — and fit them for the fiercest sun. 
Which ever melted the weak waxen minds 
That flutter in the beams of gaudy Power ! 
Besides, he has taste, this Mauprat : — When my play 
Was acted to dull tiers of lifeless gapers,* 
Who had no soul for poetry, I saw him 
Applaud in the proper places : trust me, Joseph, 
He is a man of an uncommon promise ! 

JOSEPH. 

And yet your foe. 

RICHELIEU. 

Have I not foes enow ? — 500 

Great men gain doubly when they make foes friends. 

* The Abb6 Arnaud tells us that the Queen was a little avenged on the 
Cardinal by the ill success of the tragi-comedy of Mirame — more than suspected 
to be his own — though presented to the world under the foster name of Des- 
marets. Its representation (says Pelisson) cost him 300,000 crowns. He was 
so transported out of himself by the performance, that at one time he thrust 
his person half out of his box to show himself to the assembly ; at another 
time he imi*08ed silence on the audience that they might not lose ** des endroits 
encore phts beaux ."* He said afterwards to Desmarets : *^ Eh bien, les Fran^ais 
n'auront done jamais de goClt. lis n'ont pas6t6 charm^s de Mirame!*' Arnaud 
says pithily, ** On ne pouvoit alurs avoir d'autre satisfaction des ofien&es d'un 
homme qui etoit maitre de tout, ct redoutable a tout le monde." Nevertheless 
his st]fle in prose, though not devoid of the pedantic atlectations of the tiniest 
often rises into very noble eloquence. 



Check the conspiracy 




Remember my grand mnxims 
All metliods to conciliate.* 



RICHELIEU {fiercely). 
All means to crush : as with the opening, and 
The clenching of this bttlc hand, 1 will 
Crush the small venom of these stinging courtiers. 
So, so, we've baffled Baradas. 



JOSEPH. 

And whfei 



I 



RICHELIEU. 

Check, check? Full way to it. 
Let it bud, ripen, flaunt i' the day, and hurst 
To fruit, — the Dead Sea's fruit of ashes; ' 
Which I will scatter to the winds. 

Go, Joseph ; 
When you return, I have a feast for yon ; 
The last great act of my great play : the verses, 
Methinks, are fine, — ah, very fine. — YouvirAe 
Verses !+ — {asidi:) suck verses ! — Yon have wU, discernment, 

JOSEPH (aside). 
Worse than the scourge ! Strange thai so great a statesman 
Should be so bad a poet. 

RICHELIEU. 

What dost say ? 

' " Violart remarque une choie qui peut expliquer la conduits lie Richelieu 
en d'&uliea ciiconslBncitB : — cVat que lea seignvun A qui leur iiaiii)iani.-e ou leur 
mfrile [luuvuit jicrmtttre ilea pritensious, il uvuit pour nyslSoiu, lie Icur accordec 
au-dell memu de leun drulte cl de leuri eapiranrva, maia, nusBl.uDe fuii combUa 
— si, au lieu de leconnuSlni sei unriceB ila He Irvoiuut runtre lui, illrslraiwit 
■aus mi-^icorde,"— ,,/w/uAi/. See also llie Political TevUmenl, and the M^ 
moires ile Cariliual Kichelieu, in Petitot'a calleclion. 

t " Tanlfit rnnalique — tanlSt fuarbe — foudcr lea rtligieiises de Cnlvaire — 
fiire d'l vm," Thiia BpealiB VollJiire of Father Jowph. His tatvala, and 
influence vitli Richelinj, grUBily exaggerated in hisowD day, are now rightly 
eatimatail. 

" C'^tuit en effet iinhoDime infaligBble— porfautdans lea ent reprises, I'acdv 3 1 e, 
1b uiuplesae, l'opiniIln-16 prupniB i lea fuire c^uaair." — Aiqu6lil. H« wrote a 
Latia paom, called " La Turciade.'' iu which he sought to ricite tlie kineiloina 
of Ctiristeiidam ugaiutt the Turks. Bui thu iuepirstiou r>f TyrMuB wax Oenied 
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JOSEPH. 

That it is strange so great a statesman should 
Be so sublime a poet. 

RICHELIEU. 

Ah, you rogue ; 
Laws die, Books never. Of my ministry 520 

I am not vain ! but of my muse, I own it 
Come, you shall hear the verses now {Takes up a MS.). 

JOSEPH. 

My Lord, 
The deeds, the notaries ! 

RICHELIEU. 

True, 1 pity you ; 
But business first, then pleasure. [Exit Joseph. 

RICHELIEU {seats himself and reading). 

Ah, sublime ! 

Enter De Mauprat and Julie. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Oh, speak, my Lord — I dare not tliink you mock me. 
And yet 

RICHELIEU. 

Hush — hush — ^This line must be considered ! 

JULIE. 

Are we not both your children ? 

RICHELIEU. 

What a couplet ! 



How now ! Oh ! Sir — you live ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Why, no, methinks, 
Elysium is not life ! 

JULIE. 

He smiles ! — you smile. 
My father ! From my heart for ever, now, 530 

I'll blot the name of orphan ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Rise, my children, 
For ye are mine — mine both ; — and in your sweet 
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And young delight — your love — (life's first-born giory) 
My own lost youth breathes musical ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

I'll seek 
Temple and priest henceforward ; — were it but 
To learn Heaven's choicest blessings. 

RICHELIEU. 

Thou shalt seek 
Temple and priest right soon ; the morrow's sun 
Shall see across these barren thresholds pass 
The fairest bride in Paris. — Go, my children ; 

Even /loved once ! Be lovers while ye may 1 540] 

How is it with you. Sir? You hear it bravely : 
You know, it asks the courage of a lion. 

[Exeunt Julie and De Maupral. 

RICHELIEU. 

Oh ! godlike Power ! Woe, Rapture, Penury, Wealth, — 

Marriage and Death, for one infirm old man 

Through a great empire to dispense — withhold — 

As the will whispers ! And snail things — hke motes 

That live in my daylight — lackies of court wage^, 

Dwarfd starveling — maniiikins, upon whose shoidders 

The burthen of a province vjere a load 

More heavy than the globe on Atlas,— cast 

Lots for my robes and sceptre ? France ! I love thee ! 

All Earth shall never pluck thee from my heart ! 

My mistress France — my wedded wife, — sweet France, 

Who shall proclaim divorce for thee and me 1 

[Exit BickcUet 
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ACT 11. 

dtconti Sap. 

SCENE I. 

A splendid Apartment in Mauprafs new House. Casemenis 
opening to the Gardens, beyond which the domes of the 
Luxembourg Palace. 

Enter Baradas, 

BARADAS. 

Mauprat's new home : — too splendid for a soldier ! 

But o'er his floors — the while I stalk — methinks 

My shadow spreads gigantic to the gloom 

The old rude towers of the Bastile cast far 

Along the smoothness of the jocund day. — 

Well, thou hast scaped the fierce caprice of Richelieu ; 

But art thou farther from the headsman, fool ? 

Thy secret I have whisper'd to the King ; — 

Thy marriage makes the King thy foe. — ^Thou stand*st 

On the abyss — and in the pool below 10 

I see a ghastly, headless phantom mirror'd ; — 

Thy likeness ere the marriage moon hath waned. 

Meanwhile — meanwhile — ha — ha, if thou art wedded. 

Thou art not wived. 

Enter Mauprat {splendidly dressed^. 

MAUPRAT. 

Was ever fate like mine ? 
So blest; and yet so wretched ! 

BARADAS. 

Joy, de Mauprat ! — 
Why, what a brow, man, for your wedding-day ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Jest not !— Distraction ! 

BARADAS. 

What your wife, a shrew ^ 

Already ? Courage, man — the common lot ! 



Oh ! that she v 



DE MAUPRAT. 

s less lovely, or less loved ! 

BARADAS. 



Riddles again ! 

DB MAUPRAT. 

You know, what chanced between 
The Cardinal and myself. 



This morning brought 
Your letter : — faith, a strange account ! I laugh'd 
And wept at once for gladness. 

DE MAUPRAT, 

We were wed 
At noon ; — the rite perform'd, caiue hither ; — scarce 
Arrivedj when 

BABADAS. 

Well?— 

DB MAUPRAT. 

Wide flew the doors, and lo. 
Messire de Beringhen, and this epistle ! 



'Tis the King's hand ! — the royal seal ! 

DE MACPRAT. 

Read — read — 
BARADAs (readivg'). 
" Whereas Adrien de Mauprat, Colonel and Chevalier in our 
armies, being already guilty of High Treason, by the seizure 
of our town of Faviaux, has presumed, without our knowledge, 
consent, or sanction, to connect himself by marriage witli Julie 
de Morlemar, a wealthy orphan attached lo the person of Her 
Majesty, without our knowledge or consent — We do herehy 
proclaim and declare the said marriage contrary to law. On 
penalty of death, Adrien de Mauprat will not communicate 
with the said Julie de Mortemar by word or letler, save in the 
presence of our faithful servant the Sieur de Beringhen, and 
then with such respect and decorum as are due to a Demoi- 
selle attached to the Court of France, until such time as it may 
suit our royal pleasure to confer with the Holy Church on ihe 
formal annulment of the marriage, and widi our Council on 
the punishment to be awarded to Messire de Mauprat. who is 
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cautioned for his own sake to preserve silence as to our in- 
junction^ more especially to Mademoiselle de Mortemar. 
'* Given under our hand and seal at the Louvre. 

- LOUIS." 

BARADAS (returning the letter). 

Amazement ! — Did not Richelieu say, the King 
Knew not your crime ? 

DB MAUPRAT. 

He said so. 

BARADAS. 

Poor de Mauprat ! — 
See you the snare, the vengeance worse than death, 30 

Of which you are the victim ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Ha! 

BARADAS (aside). 

It works ! 
ijlulie and De Beringhen in the Gardens.) 
You have not sought the Cardinal yet to 

DB MAUPRAT. 

No! 
Scarce yet my sense awaken'd from the shock ; 
Now I will seek him. 

BARADAS. 

Hold, beware ! — Stir not 
Till we confer again. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Speak out, man ! — 

BARADAS. 

Hush! 
Your wife ! — De Beringhen ! — Be on your guard — 
Obey the royal orders to the letter. 
I'll look around your palace. By my troth 
A princely mansion ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Stay— 

BARADAS. 

So new a bridegroom 
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Can want no visiters ; — Your eervant. Madam ! 
Oh ! happy pair — Oh, charming picture I 

[Exit through a sidi 

JULIE. 

Adrien, 

You left us suddenly — Are jou not well ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Oh, very well— that is — extremely ill ! 

JULIE. 

Ill, Adrien? {taking his hand). 

DE MA or RAT. 

Not when 1 see thee. 
(He is about to lift her hand to hix tips when De Beringhen 
nouglis and pulls his mantle. Mauprat drops the hand and 
walks atcay?) 

JULIE. 

Alas! 
Should he not love me ? 

DE iiBRiNOHBN (aside). 
Have a care, I must 
Report each word — each gesture to his Majesl; 



Sir, if you were not in his Majesty's serv 
You'd be the most ofBcioua, impudent, 
Damn'd busy-body ever interfering 
In a man's tamily affairs. 

DE IlEBiNGHEN- 

But as 
I do belong. Sir, to his Majesty — 



You're lucky '■— Stili, were we a story higher, 
'Twere prudent not to go too near the window 

JULIE. 

Adrien, what have I done? Say, am I chnaged 
Since yesterday f — or was it but for wealth. 
Ambition, life — that — that — you swore you loved a 



I sliall go mad ! — I do, indeed I do— 
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DB BBR1NOHBN (asidc). 

Not love her ! that were highly disrespectful. 

JUL1B. 

You do — what> Adrien ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Oh ! I do, indeed- 



I do think, that this weather is delightful ! GO 

A charming day ! the sky is so serene ! 

And what a prospect ! — {to De Beringhen) Oh ! you Popinjay ! 

JULIE. 

He iests at me ! — he mocks me ! — yet I love him. 
Ana every look becomes the lips we love ! 
Perhaps I am too grave ?— You laugh at Julie ; 
If laughter please you, welcome be tne music I 
Only say, Adrien, that you love me. 

DB MAUPRAT {kissiftg her hand). 

Ay; 

With my whole heart I love you ! 

Now, Sir, go. 
And tell that to his Majesty! — Who ever 
Heard of its being a state-offence to kiss 70 

The hand of one's own wife ? 

JULIE. 

He says he loves me. 
And starts away, as if to say '* I love you" 
Meant something very dreadful. — Come, sit by me, — 
I place your chair ! — fie on your gallantry ! 

( They sii down ; as he pushes his chair back, she draws hers 

nearer.) 

JULIE. 

Why must this strange Messire de Beringhen 
Be always here ? He never takes a hint. 
Do you not wish him gone ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Upon my soul 
I do, my Julie ! — Send him for your bouquet. 
Your glove, your — anything — 

JULIE. 

Messire De Beringhen, 
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1 dropp'd my glove in the gardens by the fountain. 
Or ihe alcove, or — slay — no, by the statue 
Of Cupid ; may I ask you to 

DB BEBINOHEN. 

To send for it ? 
Certainly (ringing a bell on the table). Andre, Pierre ( 

rascals, how 
Do yc call Ihem ?) 

Enter Servants. 
Ah — Madame has dropp'd her glove 
In the gardens, by the fountain, — or the alcove; 
Or — stay — no, by the statue — eh ? — of Cupid. 
Bring it, 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Did ever now one pair of shoulders 
Carry such waggon-loads of impudence 
Into a gentleman's drawing-room ? 

Dear Julie. 
I'm biisy — letters — visiters — the devil ! 
I do beseech you leave me — I say — leave me. 

JULIE (Keeping'). 
You are unkind. 

Exit. (As she goes out, Mauprat drops on one knee i 
kisses the hem of her mantle, wiseen by her.) 

DE BEKINOREN. 

Ten million of apologies 

DE MAUPBAT. 

I'll not take one of them. I have, as yet, 

Withstowl all things — my heart — my love — my rights. 

But Julie's tears ! When is this farce to end ? 

UE BBRtNOIIEN. 

Oh! when you please. His Majesty requests me. 

As soon as you infringe his gracious orders. 

To introduce you to the Governor 

Of the Bastile. I should have had that honour 

Before, but, gad, my foible is good nature ; i 

One can't be hard upon a friend's infirmities. 



I know the King c 



DE MAUPBAT. 

a send me to the scaffold—- 
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Dark prospect ! — ^but Tm used to it ; and if 
The Church and Council, by this hour to-morrow. 
One way or other settle not the matter, 
IwiU 

DE BERINOHEN. 

What, my dear Sir ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Show you the door. 
My dear^ dear Sir ; talk as I please, witli whom 
I please, in my own house, dear Sir, until 
His Majesty snail condescend to find 

A stouter gentleman than you, dear Sir, 1 10 

To take me out ; and now you understand me. 
My dear, most dear — Oh, damnably dear Sir ! 

DE BERINGHEN. 

Wliat, almost in a passion ! you will cool 

Upon reflection. Well, since Madame *s absent, 

I'll take a small refreshment. Now, don*t stir ; 

Be careful ; — Show's your burgundy ?— I'll taste it — 

Finish it all before I leave you. Nay, 

No form ; — you see I make myself at home. 

[Exit De Beringhen. 

DE MAUPRAT (going to the door through which Baradas had 

passed). 
Baradas ! Count I 

Enter Baradas* 

You spoke of snares — of vengeance 
Sharper than death — ^be plainer. 

BARADAS. 

What so clear? 120 

Richelieu has but two passions—— 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Richelieu ! 

BARADAS. 

Yes ! 
Ambition and revenge— in you both blended. 
First for ambition — Julie is his ward. 
Innocent — docile — pliant to his will — 
He placed her at the court — ^foresaw the rest — 
The King loves Julie ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Merciful Heaven ! The King ! 



Such Cupids lend new plumes to Richelieu's wings : 

But the court etiquette must give such Cupids 

Tlie veil of Hymen— (Hymen but in name). 

He look'd abroad — found you his foe : — thus served 

Ambition — by the grandeur of his ward, 

And vengeance — by dishonour to his foe ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Prove I his, 

BAR AD A3. 

You have the proof — ihe royal Letter: — 
Your strange exemption fronn the general pardon, 
Known but to me and Richelieu ; can you doubt 
Your friend to acquit your foe ? Tlie truth is glaring- 
Richelieu alone could tell the princely Lover 
The tale nhich sells your life, — or buys your honour ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

I see it all ! — Mock pardon — hurried nuptials — 
False bounty ! — all ! — the serpent of that smile ! 
Oh ! it stings home ! 



You yet shall crush his malice ; 
Our plans are sure : — Orleans is at our head ; 
We meet to night ; join us, and with ua triumph. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

To night ? — Oh Heaven ! — my marriage night ! — Revenge ! 



What class of men, whose white hps do not curse* 

The grim, insatiate, universal tyrant? 

We, noble-born — where are our antique rights — 

Our feudal seignories — our castled strength, 

That did divide us from the base Plebeians, 

And made our swords our law — where arc Ihey ? — trod 15 

To dust — and o'er ihe graves of our dead power 

Scaffolds are monuments — the Kingly House 

Shorn of its beams — the Royal Sun of France 

'Clips'd by this blood-red comet. Where we turn, 

Notliing but Richelieu ! — Armies — Church— State — Laws, 

But mirrors that do multiply his beams. 

■ Omitted in repieuotation ftom line 146 to 171. 
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He sees all — acts all — Argus and Briarsus — 
Spy at Oiir boards — and deathsman at our hearths. 
Under the venom of one laidley nightshade, 
Wither the lilies of all France. 

DB MAUPRAT (impatiently). 

But Julie— 16() 

BARADAS (unheeding him). 

As yet the Fiend that serves hath saved his power 

From every snare ; and in the epitaphs 

Of many victims dwells a warning moral 

That preaches caution. Were I not assured 

That what before was hope is ripen'd now 

Into most certain safety, trust me, Mauprat, 

I still could hush my hate and mark thy wrongs, 

And say " Be patient !** — Now, the King himself 

Smiles idndly when I tell him that his peers 

Will rid him of his Priest. You knit your brows, 1 70 

Noble impatience ! — Pass we to our scheme ! 

lis Richelieu's wont, each morn, within his chapel, 

(Hypocrite worship ended,) to dispense 

Alms to the Mendicant friars, — in that guise 

A band (yourself the leader) shall surround 

And seize the despot. 

DE M AUPRAT. 

But the King ? but Julie ? 

BARADAS. 

The King, infirm in health, in mind more feeble, 

Is but the plaything of a Minister's will. 

Were Richelieu dead — his power were mine ; and Louis 1 80 

Soon should forget his passion and your crime. 

But whither now ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

I know not ; I scarce hear thee ; 
A little while for thought: anon I'll join thee; 
But now, all air seems tainted, and I loathe 
The face of man ! 

[Exit De Mauprat through the Gardens, 

BARADAS. 

Start from the chase, niy prey. 
But as thou speed'st the hell-hounds of Revenge 
Pant in thy track and dog thee down. 
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[ACT II, 


Enter De Beringken, his mouth fall, a napkin in hii 


hand. 


DE BERING HEN. 


^^3 


Clievalier, 


i^^^k 


Your cook's a miracle, — what, my Host gone ? 


^^^^ 


Faith, Count, my office is a post of danger — 


^^^H 


A fiery fellow, Mauprat ! — touch and go, — 


^^^H 


Match and saltpetre, — pr — r — v — r — ! 


^^^ 


BABADAS. 




You 


190 


Will be released ere long. The King resolves 




To call the bride io court this day. 


1 


DE BERINGHEN. 


'■ 


Poor Mauprat ! 


fl 


Yet, since yow love the lady, why so careless 




Ofihe King's suit? 


'fl 


BARADAS. 




Because the ladv's virtuous. 


'fl 


And the King timid. Kre he win the suit 


^H 


He'll lose the crown,— the bride will be a widow,— 




And I— the Richelieu of the Regent Orleans. 


<fl 


DE BERINOHEN. 


S 


Is Louis still so chafetl against tlie Fox, 


■■I 


For snatching yon fair dainty from the Lion ? 




BARADAS. 




So chafed, that Richelieu totters. Yes, the King 


200 


la half conspirator against the Cardinal. 


J 


Enough of this. I've found the man we wanted, — 


j^^fl 


The man to head the handa that murder Richelieu, — 


.i^^l 


The man, whose name the synonym for daring. 


9 


DE REBINGHEN. 


s 


He must mean me ! — No, Count, 1 am— I own 




A valiant dog— but still — 


■ 


BARADAS. 


;■ 


Whom can I mean 


:^ 


But Mauprat ? — Mark, to-night we meet at Marion's, 




There shall we sign : — thence send tliis scroll (showhs 


it) lo 


Bouillon. 




You re in that secret {affeetimately) — one of our new Council. 


DE BERINBHEN. 




But to admit the Spaniard — France's foe— 


210 

J 
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Into the heart of France, — dethrone the King, — 
It looks like treason, and I smell the headsman. 

BARADAS. 

Oh, Sir, too late to falter : when we meet 

We must arrange the separate — coarser scheme. 

For Richelieu's death. Of this despatch De Mauprat 

Must nothincr learn. He only bites at vengeance. 

And he would start from treason. — We must post him 

Without the door at Marion's — as a sentry. 

{Aside) — So, when his head is on the block — his tongue 

Cannot betray our more august designs ! 220 

DE BERINOHEN. 

ni meet you, if the King can spare me. — (Aside.) — No ! 
I am too old a goose to play with foxes, 
I'll roost at home. Meanwhile, in the next room 
There's a delicious p&te, let's discuss it. 

BARADAS. 

Pshaw ! a man filUd with a sublime ambition 
Has no time to discuss your p&tes. 

DB BERINGHEN. 

Pshaw ! 
And a man filVd with as subUme a pate 
Has no time to discuss ambition. — Gad, 
I have the best of it ! 

(Emter Julie hastily with first Courtier.) 

JULIE {to Courtier), 

A summons. Sir, 
To attend the Louvre ? — On this day, too ? 

COURTIER. 

Madame, 230 

The royal carriage waits below. — Messire {to De Berirfghen)f 
You will return with us. 

JULIE. 

What can this mean ? — 
Where is my husband ? 

BARADAS. 

He has left the house 
Perhaps till nightfall — so he bade me tell you. 
Alas, were I the lord of such fair treasure — 

d2 
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JUUK {imjmtiently). 
Til! nightfall ? — Strange — my heart misgives me 

COURTIEK. 

Madame, 
My orders will not brook delay. 

JOUB {to Baradas). 

You'll see him — 
And you will tell him ! 

BARADAS. 

From the flowers of Hybla 
Never more gladly did the bee bear honey, 
Tlian I take sweetness from those rosiest lips. 
Though to the hive of others ! 

coDRTJER {to De Beririghev). 

Come, Mossire. 
DE BERiNOUEN (ke-nirtting). 
One moment, just to — 

COURTIER. 

Come, Sir. 

DE BERING HEN. 

I shall not 
Discuss the pate ai>;er all. 'Ecod, 
I'm puzzled now. I don't know who's the best of it ! 

Exeu7tt Julie, De Beringken, and Courtier. 



Now will this fire his fever into madness ! 
All is made clear : Maupraf must murder Richelieu — 
Die for that crime : — I shall console his Julie — 
This will reach Bouillon !— from the wrecks of France 
I shall carve out — who knows — perchance a throne ! 
All in despite of my Lord Cardinal. — 

Enter De Mavprat from the Gardenx. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Speak ! can it be ? — Methought, that from the terrace 
I saw the carriage of the King — and Julie ! 
No ! — no! — my frenzy peoples (be void air 
With its own piianloms ! 
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BARADA8. 

Nay, too true. — Alas ! 
Was ever lifi^htninff swifter, or more blasting, 
Than Richelieu's forked guile ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

I'll to the Louvre 



BARADAS. 

And lose all hope ! — ^The Louvre ! — the sure gate 
To the Bastile ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

The King 

BARADAS. 

Is but the wax. 
Which Richelieu stamps ! Break the malignant seal. 
And I will rase the print ! Come, man, take heart ! 260 

Her virtue well could brave a sterner trial 
Than a few hours of cold imperious courtship. 
Were Richelieu dust — no danger ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Ghastly Vengeance ! 
To thee and thine august and solemn sister 
The unrelenting Death ! I dedicate 
The blood of Armand Richelieu ! When Dishonour 
Reaches our hearths Law dies, and Murther takes 
The angel shape of Justice ! 

BARADAS. 

Bravely said ! 
At midnight, — Marion's ! — Nay, I cannot leave thee 
To thoughts that 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Speak not to me ! — I am yours ! — 270 

But speak not ! There's a voice within my soul, 
Whose cry could drown the thunder. — Oh ! if men 
Will play dark sorcery with the heart of man. 
Let they, who raise the spell, beware the Fiend ! [Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 

■i the Palais Cardinal {as in the First Act). 
Hicheliev. — Josep h. 
Francois, writing at a tabic. 



Yes;— Huguet, taking hU accustom'd round,— 

Disguised aa some plain burgher, — hcavd these rufflers 

Quoting your name : — he listen'd, — " Pshaw !" eaid one, 

" We are to seize the Cardinal in his palace 

To-morrow !"— " How ?" the other ask'd ;— " You'll hear 

The whole design to-iiight ; the Duke of Orleans 281 

And Baradas have got the map of action 

At their fingers' end." — " So he it," quoth the other, 

■' I will be there, — Marion de Lorme's — ai midnight !" 

RICHELIEU. 

I have them, man, I have them ! 

JOSEPH. 

So they say 
Of you, my Lord ; — believe me, that their plans 
Are mightier than you deem. You must emjiloy 
Means no less vast to met-t them ! 



Bah ! in policy 
We foil gigantic danger, not by giants. 

But dwarfs. The statues of our stalely fortune 

Are sculptured by the chisel — not the axe !* 
Ah ! were I younger — by the knightly heart 
That beats beneath these prtestly robes, f I would 

■ Richeliea not unl; employeil 1h« luvest, but would oflen cud 
mDoly esteemed, the diilWt. '* II disoit que duiB iles cb 
portance, il svait eipurimentf, que les muins ssgeii duu 
luurs eipiA.ea»."—Le Cftrc. 

■( Both Richelieu and Joseph were oliginnlly intended (oi ihe profuEsion of 
arm^. Joseph bail nrrved before be obeyed the ajurilual in^iraliDD tu beconic a 
Cupuebin. The deiith of his brolher opeoed to Richelieu Ihe Bishopric o! 
Lu^a ; but his miblary propeiuilien nrre aa alroDi; aa bis priestly ambitiuii. 1 
ncvil Kcucety add that the Caidinol, during his brilliant campaign in lialy, 
marcheil at the head of his troops in complete armour. It was undrrhis odmiuis- 
tratluu Ibnturcuts the Issl example of proclaiming war bv Ihe cbiialric deSaneo 
ufheralil uiiil cartel. Richelieu vuliieil hiniielr much on hia |>etsu nil ac- 
tivity, — fui his vanity was at uuivers&l as bis ambition. A uulilumuu of the 
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Have pastime with these cut-throats !— ^Yea, — as when, 
Lured to the ambush of the expecting foe, — 
I clove my pathway through the plumed sea ! 
Reach me yon falchion, Franqois, — not that bauble 
For carpet-warriors, — yonder — such a blade 
As old Charles Martel might have wielded when 
He drove the Saracen from France. 

(Francis bringn him one of the long two-handed stcords worn 

in the Middle AgeJt.) 

With this 
I, at Rochelle, did hand to hand engage 300 

The stalwart Englisher, — no mongrels, boy, 
Those island mastiffs, — mark the notch — a deep one — 
His casque made here, — I shore him to the waist ! 
A toy — a feather — then ! 

(Tries to wield, and lets it fall.) 

You see a child could 
Slay Richelieu, now. 

FRANgois {his hand on his hilt). 

But now, at your command 
Are other weapons, my good Lord. 

RICHELIEU (who has seated himself as to write, lifts the pen). 

True, — THIS ! 
Beneath the rule of men entirely great 
The pen is mightier than the sword. Behold 
The arch-enchanter's wand ! — itself a nothing ! — 
But taking sorcery from the master-hand 310 

To paralyse the Caesars — and to strike 
The loud earth breathless ! — Take away the sword — 
States can be saved without it ! ^ 

(Looking on the clock.) 
'Tis the hour, — 
Retire, Sir. [ Exit Francois, 

(A knock is heard. A door, concealed in the arras opens 
cautiously. Enter Marion de Lorme.) 



house of Grammont one day found him employed in jumping^ and, with all the 
Mvmr vivre of a Frenchman and a courtier, ufiered to Jump against him. He 
suffered the Cardinal to jump higher, and toon after found himself rewarded by 
an appointment. Yet, strangely enough, this vanity did not lead to a patronage 
injurious to the state ; for never before in France was ability made so essential a 
requisite in promotion. He was lucky in findhig the cleverest fellows among 
his adroit«st flatterers. 



JOSEPH (amazed). 
Marion de Lorme I 

RICHELIEU. 

Hist ! — Joseph, 
Keep guard. 

(Joseph retires to the principal entrance.) 

My faithful Marion ! 

MARION. 



They meet to-night i 
Of Orleans heads tht 



Good, my Lord, 
I my poor house. The Duke 



RICH EL 



His Highness 
Much qiieslion'd if I knew some brave, discreet. 
And vigilant man, whose tongue could keep a secret. 
And who had those twin qualities for service, 
The love of gold, Ihe hate of Richelieu. — 



RICHELIEU. 



Made answer, " Yes — my brother ; — bold and trus^ ; 
Whose faith, my faith could pledge;" — the Duke 

bade me 
Have him equipp'd and arm'd — well-mounted — ready 
This night to part for Italy. 

RICHELIEU. 



Has Bouillon too luni'd traitor !- 
What part of Italy? 



-So, niethought ! — 



The Piedmont frontier, 
Wliero Bouillon lies encamp'd. 
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RICHBLIBU. 



Now there is danger ! 
Great danger ! — If he tamper with the Spaniard, 
And Louis list not to my council, as, 330 

Without sure proof, he will not, — France is lost. 
What more ? 



MARION. 



Dark hints of some design to seize 
Your person in your palace. Nothing clear — 
His Highness trembled while he spoke — the words 
Did choke each other ! 

RICHELIEU. 

So ! — Who is the brother 
You recommended to the Duke ? 

MARION. 

Whoever 
Your Eminence may father I — 

RICHELIEU. 

Darling Marion ! * 
(Goes to the table, and returns with a large bag of gold,) 

There — pshaw — a trifle ! — What an eye you have ! 
And what a smile — child ! — {kisses her) — Ah ! you fair per- 
dition — 
Tis well I'm old ! 

MARION {aside and seriously). 

What a great man he is ! 340 

RICHELIEU. 

You are sure they meet ? — the hour ? 

* Voltaire openly ehar^ei Richelieu with being the lover of Marion de Lorme, 
whom the great poet of France, Victor Hug^, has tacrificeU History to adorn with 
qualities which were certainly not added to her personal charms. — She wus not 
less perfidious than beautiful. — Le Clerc, properly, refutes the accusation of 
Voltaire, against the discretion of Richelieu; aud sayH, very juittly, that if the 
great minister had the frailties of himian nature, he learnt how to veil them, — at 
wast when he obtained the scarlet. In earlier life he had been prone to gal- 
lantries which a little prepossessed the King (who was formal and decorous, and 
threw a singular coldness into the few attachments he permitted to himselO 
against the aspiring intriguer. But these gayer occupations died away in the 
engagement of higher pursuits or of darker passions. 



You will engage to give the Duke's despaicli 
To whom I send ? 



Aye, marry ! 

mCHELiEtJ {aside). 

Huguel? No; 
Hi" will he wanted elsewhere. — Joseph ? — zealous. 
But too well kuown — too much the eldet- brother! 
Maupral— alas — it is Itis wc?dding-day ! — 
Franijoia ? — the Man of Men ! — imnoied — young— 
Amhitious — {goes to (Ae cfoor)— Francois! 

Enter Francois. 



Follow this fair lady 
(Find him the suiting garments, Marion,) lake 
My fleetest ateed : — arm ihyself lo the teeth ; 
A packet will be given you — with ortlers. 
No malter what ! — The instant that your hand 
Closes upon it — clutch H, like youi- honour. 
Which Death alone can steal, or ravish — set 
Spurs to your steed — he breathless, till you stand 
Again before me. — Stay, Sir ! — You will find me 
Two s^hort leagues hence — at Ruelle, in my castle. 
Young mau, be blithe! — for — note me — from Ihe hoi 
I grasp that packet — think your guardian Star 
Rains fortune on you ! 

FBANgOlS. 

If I fail— 




RICUELlt':i7. 

Fail— fail? 
I n the lexicon of youth, which Fate reserves 
For a bright munhood, (here is no such word 
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Aa— fail ! — (You will instruct him further, Marion) 90 

Follow her — but at distance ; — speak not to her. 
Till you are housed ; — Farewell, boy ! Never say 
'' Fail •• again. 

FRANQOIS. 

I will not ! 

RICHELIEU (palling his locks). 

There's my young liero ! — 

[Exennl Francis — Marion, 

HICHELIEU. 

So, they would seize my person in this palace ? — 

I cannot guess their scheme : — but my retinue 

Is here too large! — a single traitor could 370 

Strike impotent the faith of thousands ;— Joseph, 

Art sure of Huguet? — ^Think — we hang'd his Father ! 

JOSEPH. 

But you have bought the Son ; — heapVl favours on him ! 

RICHELIKU. 

Trash ! — favours past — that*s nothing. — In his hours 
Of confidence with you, has he named the favours 
To come — he counts on ? 

JOSEPH. 

Yes : — a Colonel's rank. 
And Letters of Nobility. 

RICHELIEU. 

What, Huguet !— 

(Here Huguel enlers, as to address the Cardinal, who does 

not perceive him,) 

HUGUET. 

My own name, soft — (glides behind the screen !) 

RICHELIEU. 

Colonel and Nobleman ! 
My bashful Huguet — that can never be ! — 
We have him not the less — we'll promise it ! 380 
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And see the King withLolds ! — Ah, kings are oft 

A great convenience to a minister ! 

No wrong lo Huguet either ! — Moralists 

Say, Hope is sweeter than Possession ! — Yes — 

We'll count on Huguet ! Favours past do gorge 

Our dogs ; lease service drowsy — dull the scent. 

Slacken the speed; — favours to come, my Joseph, 

Produce a lusty, hungry gratitude, 

A ravenous zeal, that of the commonest cwr 

Would make a Cerberus. — You are right, this treason 

Assumes a fearful aspect : — but once crush'd. 

Its very ashes shall manure the soil 

Of power ; and ripen such full sheaves of greatness. 

That all the summer of my fate shall seem 

Fruitless beside the autumn ! 

( llugvet holds up his hand menacingly, and creeps oul.) 

JOSEPH. 

The saints grant it '. 
RICHELIEU {solemnly). 
Yes — for sweet France, Heaven grant it ! — O my country, 
For thee — thee only — though men deem it not — 
Are toil and terror ray familiars ! — I 
Have made thee great and fair — upon thy brows 
Wreath'd the old Roman laurel : — at thy feet 
Bow'd nations down. — No pulse in my ambition 
Whose beatings were not measured from thy heart ! 
In the old limes before us, patriots lived" 
And died for liberty — 



And die for despotry- 



As you would live 



False monk, not so. 
But for the purple and the power wherein 
State clothes herself. — 1 love my native land 
Not as Venetian, Englisher, or Swiss, 
But as a Noble and a Priest of France ; 
" All things for France " — lo, my eternal maxim ! 
The vital axle of the restless wheels 
That bear me on ! With her, I have entwined 

■ Omitted, ia ri![>ieieatatioa, fioni 1.403 tu 419. 
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My passions and my fate — my crimes, my virtues — 

Hated and loved •, and schemed, and shed men's blood, 

As tile calm crafVs of Tuscan Sages teach 

Those who would make their country great. Beyond 

The Map of France — my heart can travel not. 

But fills that bmit to its farthest verge ; 

And wliile I live — Richelieu and France are one. 

We Pries's, to whom llie Church forbids in youth 420 

The plighted one — to manhood'^ toil denies 

The soother helpmate — from our wither'd age 

Shuts the sweet blossoms of the second spring 

That smiles in (lie name of Father — We are yet 

Not holier than Humanity, and must 

Fulfil Humanity's condition — Love 1 

Debarr"d the Actual, we but breathe a life 

To the chill Marble of the Ideal— Thus. 

In thy unseen and abstract Majesty, 

* Richelieu did ia fact >a thuniugtily uiociate hlmiclf wllh tbe Stair, th,it, 
in Clues where (he eitreme [vnatty of the la* hail been ineumil, Le Clcic 
ly obBercei Ibal he wu mDre inexotuble tu thoie he had fMoDTeil — even t<i 
jwn connectiuni — than lo other and mcice indiflerLiil uflenden. It mud be 
tmembered as »iime excuie Tot bis unrelentinK iternneai IhHt, befure hu lime, 
the great had bevn accuatumed la coiRmil any di-order with impimily — eren tha 
crime of tceason. " aaparavaut un ne iaitoil pOMi Ieb armea aui rebellea qu'en 
leur accordant qiielque ricumptTUO." On cntena); inio the admin lalration. he 
therefore laid it dawu aa a maxim neceaaaiy to the eiUtence ot the State, that 
" no crime should ba committed vilh im|>uaity." To cany out this maaim, 
tbe loDH-eaUbliahed licence to crime made eton juatice iwein cruel, Bui the 
victim* most cummiaerated from Ihuirbinh or accomplishmenta, ■> Ugnlmarenci. 
or Cinq Maia, were Ira^tora in actual couipiracy ajtainut their country, and 
would have TorrEitud bfe in any land where the punishmrnl of death eiiiited, 
and the lavgiier waa itrong enough to vindicate the law. Richelieu wai in 



juitly ol 



laideration vaa, " what will be beat {at tbe Country ?' He had ni 
principle, whether at a pnliticiao or a prieat, wlirn apiilied la the world 
that lay beyond Ihe boundatiea of Francn. Thui he, wbote abject was to 
found in France a uplcndid and imperious deipolism— aaaiated the Parlia- 
mentary parly in Englimd, and signed a treaty of alliance and aubtid lea with the 
Catalan rebels Fur the establishment of a Republic id Uarceloaa ; — to coovulse 
other Monarchies was to coniolidate the gruwrn^; Monarchy of France^ — So he. 
who completely cruabed tbe Prutestant piiiy at home, brned all the wrath of 
the Vatican, and even the resentment of the Kinjc, in Riiiu); the must essential 
aid to the FroteEtaulB abroad. There was, indceil, a largeness of tiew in hia 
hoatilily to the French Hugueuois, which must be carefillly dislinguiahed 
from the intolerance of the mere prieal. He opposed them, not aa a Catholic, 
but as a StateanaaTi. Tbe Huguenola were atrong republicans, and had formed 
plana for dividing France into provincial communwealtlis ; and Ihe existence 
of Rochelle waa abtululely incompatible with Ihe integrity of the French Mo- 
narchy. It waa a sccuud ca)>ital held by the Hnguenuts, claiming independent 
authority, and the right lo treat with Foreign Powers. Richelieu's final 
conqneat was marked by a humanity, that had nothing of the higut. The 
Huf^uenota obtained a complete atauesty, and had only to regret the loas of 
privileges and rottificntions which could not have exiated with any leeurity to 
the reit of France. 

* Pria Veneiiana, poi Chrisliane." 



My Fraace — my Country, I have bodied forth 
A thing to love. What are these robes of state. 
This iKJmp, ibis palace ? perishable baubles ! 
In this world Iwo 1 bings only are immortal — 
Fame and a People ! 

Enter Hirguel. 

H OGUET. 

My Loi-d Cavdinal, 
Your Eminence bade me seek you at this hour. 



Did I ? — True, Huguet. — So — you overheard 
Strange talk amongst these gallants ? Snares and traps 
For Richelieu ? — Well — we'll balk them ; let me think— 
The men at arms you head — how many ? 

HOGUET, 

Twenty,* 
My Lord. 

RICHELIEU. 

All trasty ? 

HUGUET. 

Yes, for ordinary 
Occasions — if for great ones, I would change 
Three-fourlhs at least. 

RICHELIEU. 

Ay, what are great occasions ? 

HUGUET. 

Great bribes ! 

RICHELIEU (to Joseph). 

Good lack, he knows some paragons 
Superior to great bribes ! 



True Gentlemen 
Who have transgress'd the Laws — and value life 
And lack not gold ; vour Eminence alone 
Can grant them pardon. Ergo you can trust them ! 



* Tbs ^aril alta^hsd to liicheliei 
an]iiebu«iiiets, Bfttrwarila iiiuiEswil to 
mutqiietciTB. Huguet is, theiefarp^ 
a imall iletaehmeat o( this lillle Arm; 
guaril took it in lums Id svne. 
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RICHELIEU. 

Logic ! — So be it. — ^let this honest twenty 
Be arm'd and mounted — (aside.) So they meet at midnight. 
The attempt on me to-morrow — Ho! we'll strike 450 

'Twixt wind and water. — (Aloud,) Does it need much time 
To find these ornaments to Human Nature? 

HUGUET. 

My Lord — the trustiest of them are not birds 
That love the daylight. — I do know a haunt 
Where they meet mghtly— 

R1CMRLIBU. 

Ere the dawn be grey, 
All could be arm*d, assembled, and at Ruelle 
In my old hall? 

HUGUET. 

By one hour after midnight. 

RICHELIEU. 

The castle's strong. You know its outlets, Huguet ? 
Would twenty men, well posted, keep such guard 460 

That not one step — (and Murtlier's step is stealthy) — 
Could glide within — unseen? 

HUGUET. 

A triple wall — 
A drawbridge and portcullis — twenty men 
Under my lead, a month might hold that castle 
Against a host. 

RICHELIEU. 

They do not strike till morning, 
Yet I will shift the quarter — Bid the grooms 
Prepare the litter — 1 will hence to Ruelle 
While daylight last — and one hour after midnight 
You and your twenty saints shall seek me thither! 
You're made to rise ! — You are. Sir; — eyes of lynx. 
Ears of the stag, a footfall like the snow ; 470 



You are a valiant fellow ; — yea, a trusty. 

Religious, exemplary, incon-upf. 

And precious jewel of a fellow, Huguet ! 

If I live long enough, — ay, mark niy words 

If I live long enough, you'll be a Colonel — 
Noble perhaps! — One hour, Sir, after midnight. 



You leave me dumb with gratitude, my Lord j 

I'll pick the tniatiest (aside) Marion's house can furnish ! 

[Exit Huguef^ 

RlCtJBLIEU. 

How like a spider shall I sit in my hole. 
And watch the meshes trem.ble. 



But, my Lord, 
Were it not wiser still lo man the palace. 
And seize the traitors in the act ? 



No ; Louis, 
Long chafed agaiiist me — Julie stolen from him. 
Will rouse him more. — He'll say I hatch 'd the treason. 
Or scout my charge : — He half desires my death ; 
But the despatch to Bouillon, some dark scheme 
Against his crown — there is our weapon, Joseph ! 
With that all safe — without it, all is peril ! 
Meanwhile to my old castle ; you to court. 
Diving with careless eyes into men's hearts. 
As ghostly churchmen should do ! See the King, 
Bid him peruse that sage and holy treatise. 
Wherein 'tis set forth how a Premier should 
Be chosen from the Priesthood — how the King 
Should never lislen to a single charge 
Against his servant, nor conceal one whisper 
That the rank envies of a court, distil 
Into his ear — lo fester the fair name 
Of my — 1 mean his Minister! — Oh! Joseph, 
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A most convincing treatise.* 

Good— all favours, 500 

If Frangois be but bold, and Hufi^uet honest. — 
Huguet — I half suspect — he bow d too low — 
'Tis not his way. 

JOSEPH. 

This is the curse, my Lord, 
Of your high state ; — suspicion of all men. 

R1CHBL1EU (sadly). 

True ; — true ; — my leeches bribed to poisoners ; — pages 
To strangle me in sleep. — My very Kin^ 
(This brain the unresting loom, from which was woven 
The purple of his greatness) leagued against me. 
Old — childless — ^fnendless — broken — all forsake — 
AU— aU— but— 

JOSEPH. 

What? 



Of Armand Richelieu ! 



RICHELIEU. 

The indomitable heart 510 



JOSEPH. 

Nought beside ? 

RICHELIEU. 

Why, Julie, 
My own dear foster-child, forgive me ! — yes ; 
This morning, shining through their happy tears, 
Thy soft eyes bless'd me ! — and thy Lord, — in danger 
He would forsake me not. 

JOSEPH. 

And Joseph 



* This tract, on the '^ Unity of the Minister," contains all the doctrines, and 
many more to the same effect, referred to in the text, and bad a prodigious in- 
fluence on the conscience of the poor king. At the onset of his career, Riche- 
lieu, as deputy of the clergy of Poitou, complained in his haran^e to the king 
that ecclesiastics were too rarely summoned to the royal councils, and invoked 
the example of the Druids ! 

E 



so RICHELIEU i [act ii. 

RICHELIEU {after a pause). 

You 

Yes, I believe you — yes — for all men fear you — 

And the world loves you iiot. — And I, friend Joseph, 

I am the only luan, who could, my Joseph, 

MaUe you a Bishop."^' — Come, we'll go to dinner. 

And talk the while of raeihods to advance 

Our Modier Church.^ — Ait, Joseph, — Bhhop Joseph ! 

* Jogepli'i ombitioa wa> sol, however, eo moderate ; iic tcCused a. bishopiic, 
nod deaiied the Cacdinal's Hat, fat nhiEli fatciui Riehelieu openly BUpplic>teil 
the Holy See, but eoDlrtveil aomuliuvr oc other never to eSect it, although two 
umliaBsadura applied for it at Itume. 

t The peculiar religion of Pere Joeepli may be illiTslrnleil I>y the following 
anecdote: — An officer, vhoni he bad ciisniissed upon an expeditioa into Qer- 
many, moved tiy i-oascieiice at the onlen he had rei'vived, relumed for farther 
explanations, uud found Iha Capucin diianl in virsst. He appruouiied and whii- 
pered " But, my father, it these people defend themselves — " " Kiliall'' (Qu'on 
tue tout), answered the good father, continuiog hia derotiaas. 
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dtfonH Sup (SRitai^t). 

SCENE 1. 

Richelieu's Castle at Ruel/e —J Gothic chamber- 
light at the viivdow, occafiimat:y ohsmred. 

RICHELIEU (reaiting).* 
"In silence, and at nigbl, the Conscience feela 
■Riat life should soar to nobler entls llian Power." 
So sayest thou, sage and sober moralist ! 
But wert thou trie<T? — Sublime Pliilosophy, 
Thou art the Patriarch's ladder, reaching hea veil. 
And bright with beek'nirg an^ela — but, alast 
We see thee, like the PatriarLli, but in dreams. 
By the first slop — dull- slumbering on the earth. 
I am not happy I — with the Til an s hist 
I woo'd a goddess, and I clasp a cloud, 
When I am dust, my name shall, like a star. 
Shine through wan space, a glory — and a prophet 
Whereby pale seers shall from their aery towers 
Con all the ominous signs, benign or evil. 
That make ihe potent aslrologue of kings. 
But shall the Future judge me by the ends 
That I have wrought — or by the dubious means 
Throngh which the stream of my renown haih run 
Into the many-voiced unPathomed Time ? 
Foul in its bed lie weeds — and heaps of slime, 
And with its waves — when sparkLng in the sun. 
Oft times the secret rivulets that swell 
Ita might of waters — blend the hues of blood. 
Yet are my sins not those of citiCUMSTANCK, 

* 1 aeeA not sajrthatthi nest length oFth>s(oUlcH|uy ailspti it isnly Tur t 
closet, and that but few of ihe lines sue pi«aetveil on the slaire. Tatheruail 
hoverer, ^be paisagei omitted in represrntatiun vrill not, perhopa, be the mi 
uniotereiiting in the play, uail may be Ueemed nectBaaiy to the I'ompletiua 
Ihe Cardinal'i poctrsil, — arlian on tho itnge tufplving lo sublly (he pUre 
words in Che cluact. The lelf- asuureil lophisiriei which, iu Ihe texl. mingle w 
Richelieu's bellei-fouDiletl argument! in apulo{;y for Ihe darker tiaits uf Iiia rl 
ractet, are lo be found Eiratlered throughout the wrilin||[« aicribed lo Mm. 1 
reader will obieive Ihit ia this self-con fesHian lies ihe Intent poetical justice 
which separatcB heppinvsa fn>m sutceiis, — [Lines tetnineil un the stage rium 
to 40.1 

e2 



RICHELIEU ; [a 

That all-pervading atmosphere, wherein 

Our spirits, like the unsteady lizard, take 

The tints that colour, and the food that nurtures? 

! ye, whose honr-glasa shifts its tranquil sands 

In the unvex'd silence of a student's cell ; 

Ye, whose untempted hearts have never toss'd 

Upon the dark and stormy tides where life 

Gives battle to thp elements, — and man 

Wrestles with man for some slight plank, whose weight 

Will hear but one — while round the desperate wretch 

The hungry billows roar — and the fierce Fate, 

Like some huge monster, dim-seen through the surf. 

Waits him who drops ; — je safe aaid formal men. 

Who write the deeds, and with uufeverish hand 

Weigh in nice scales the motives of the Great, 

Ye cannot, know what ye have never tried 1 

History preserves only the fleshless bones 

Of what we are — and by the mocking skull 

The would-bf wise pretend to guess the features ! 

Without the rounduesa and the glow of life 

How hideous is the skeleton ! Without 

The colourings imd humanities that clothe 

Our errors, the analomists of schools 

Can make our memory hideous ! 

I have wrought 
Great uses out of evil tools — and they 
In the time to come may bask beneath the light 
Which I have stolen from the angry gods. 
And warn their sons against the glorious theft, 
Forgetful of the darkness which it broke. 
I have shed blood — but I have had no foes 
Save those the State had* — if my wrath «'as deadly, 
Tis that I fell my country in my veins. 
And smote her sons as Brutus smote his own.t 
And yet I am not happy — blanch'd and sear'd 
Before my time — breathing an air of hate. 
And seeing daggers in the eyes of men. 
And wasting powers that shake the thrones of earth 
In contest with the insects — bearding kings 
And braved by lackieaj — murder at my bed ; 

* It IB veil knowu that when, on his di>ath-bed, Richulieu va.a asked it h 
facgave bu enemiei: Le replied, " 1 never hail any, but Ihose 
Aud thii was true eauujfh, for Richelieu and ttio Slate wvh odb. 

f Richelieu's viiidicalioii of hiniEelf frotn cruelly will be rouati in various 
pMta of Petilut'e Cullection, vula. isi. xxi. (Wi.) 

I Vultoire haa a stiiltiii^; [iBss^ge qd tbe »in)(u1ar fateof Ri<!l]e1imi. recalled 
evay hour from hia gignallc Hchemea to fruatrate aume miBeratjle uabal of Ihu 
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And lone amidst iho muliiliidinoii^ wvb, 
With the dread Three— thiil arc tJie Fines who liohi 
The woof and shears — ihe Monk, the Spy. the lleadHmaii 
And this is Power ! Alas '■ I am not happy. 

{Aj\ir n pntue.) 
And yet the Nile is fretdd hy the weeds 
Its rising roots not up ; but never yet 

Did one least barrier by a ripple vex 70 

My onwar<l tide, unswept iti sport away 
Am I so ruthless then that I do hate 
Them who hate me ? Tush, tusJi ! I do not hale ; 
Nay, I forgive. The Statesman writes the doom- 
But the Priest sends the blessing. I forgive them. 
But I destroy ; forgiveness is mine own. 
Destruction is the State's ! For private life. 
Scripture the guide — for public. Machiavel. 
Would Fortune serve me if the Heaven were wroth i 
For chance makes half my greatness. I n as born Ntl 

Beneath the aspect of a bright-eyed star. 
And my triumphant adamant of soul 
Is but the fix'd persuasion of success. 

Ah! — here! — that spasm ! — again!— How Life and Death 
Do wrestle for me momently ! — And yet 
The King looks pale. I shall outlive the Kin^ ! 
And then, thou insolent Austrian — who didst gdic 
At the ungainly, gaunt, and daring lover,* 
Sleeking thy looks to silken Buckingham, — 
Thoushalt — no matter!^! have outlived love. W) 

O ! beautiful — all golden — gentle Voulh t 
Making thy palace in the carek'ss front 
And hopeful eye of man— ere yet the soul 
Hath lost the memories which (so Plato dream'd) 



Uichelieu would olton exctaim, that " Six pieili de Ivrre (u he 
called Ihe klnK'H cibinet) lui donnaient plus de peine qiie tout le nste Je I'Eu- 
TOpe." The d«ath of WuUeDiteJa, tacciflced by the kmpeiur F<:iiliDan>t, pra- 
duced a mutt lively impreaiion nana Richelieu. He found manj trails of Ciim- 

Siiaon between teidiiiand and Louia — Wallcnalein and himacir. In tha 
emaira — now rH|{ardei) by the best authorttiei as wrillen by his siLDctiun, aod 
in gnat part by himaeir — the p'eat PrDnchman hunt* (when alludin); lo Wal- 
leosteiu'i mordri) intu a luuchiuf; and pathetic aaalhcma oo Ihe mitfre dt 
celle vie of dejieadencc on jealoui ami timid royally, which he himself, while he 
wrote, nittaineil. It is worihy of lemark, that it was precisely at the peiiud of 
WalWDitvin's death that Richelieu ohtatued from the king aa augmeiitalioo of 

■ Richelieu wiu Ciimmonly supposed, though 1 cannot s<iy 1 find much evi- 

;_lhe QnrvD). and tu have bitlrily reseutifll the cuatonipt the expressed fur him. 
The Duke of Buckiuybam's fniutic uid Quixotic paaiiuu fur the Qucea is well 
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RICHELIEU; 



[act lit 



Breath'd glory from the earlier star it dwelt in — 

O ! for one gale fiom t'uliic eiuliinj moruing. 

Stirring aiuitUi the rows, viiie-e of old 

Love shook llie dew-drops iioin Iii^ glancing hair ! 

Could I recall tlie jjasi^-or had uot set 

The prodigal ii-eanures of the hauki-upf; soul 10| 

In one slight bark upon i:hu cli.oi'eless sea.; 

The yoked sU^r, after his dpy oC foil. 

Forgets the goad and rests — to me alike 

Or day or night — Ambition has no rest ! 

Shall I resign — i»lio can resign himself? 

For cusiom is oursulf ; — as drink and food 

Become our bone and flesh — the alimeuis 

Nurtming oui' nobler part, ihe mind — though'.s.- dreams. 

Passions, and aims, in the revolving cycle 

Of the great alchcmv — ai length are made IIQ 

Our mind ilself; and yet the swcels of lei&iire — 

An honour'd home — far from il'ese base iiilrigues — 

An eyrie on llie heaven-kisa'd heights of wisdom — 

{Tcikirig vp the book.J^ 
Speak to me, moralist ! — I'll heed thy counsel. 

Were it not best 

{Eiiier Frangois hastily, and in part disguised."), 

RICHELIEU (Jlinging away the Aooi).1 

Philosophy, thou liest ! 

Quick — the despatch ! — Power — Empire ! Boy — the packet t>l 



Kill me, my Lord. 



Tliey gave it not- 



RICHELIEU. 

They knew thee — they suspected— 



He gave it — he — the Count 
De liaradas — with his own hand he gave it ! 



Baradas. Joy 



RICHELIEU. 

out with it ! 



FRANCOIS. 

Listen, 
And then dismiss me to the headsmen. 

RICHELIEU. 
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They led me to a chamber — Theris 
Orleans and Baradas — and some halt-score, 
Whom I know not — were met 

RICHELIEU. 

Not more ! 

FRAMCOIS. 

But from 
The 'adjoining chamber broke the din of voices, 
The clattering tread of armed men ; — at times 
A shriller cry. that yell'd out, " Death to Richelieu !" 

RICHELIEV. 

Sjpeak not (^ me: thy cottnirij is in danger! 
llie 'adjoining room — So, so — a gC;<amic treason ! 
The one thy ruin, France ! — the meaner crime. 
Left to their tools, my murder ! — 

FRANCOIS. 

Bnnulas 
Questioned me close — demurr'd — until, al last, 
O'erruled by Orleans, — gave llie packel — told me 
That life and death were in the scroll — this gold — 



RICHELIEU. 



Gold is no proof — 



And Orleans piomised thousands, 
When Bouillon's tnimiiets in the streets of Paris 
Race out shrill answer ; — hasiening frwn the liouse, 
My iootatep in the stirnip, Marlou stole 
Across the threshold, whis|>ering " Lose no moment, 
Ere Richelieu have the packel : tell lilm loo^ 
Murder is in the winds of Night, and Orleans 
Swears, ere the dawn the Cardinal shall be clay." 
She said, and trembling fled within ; when, lo ! 
A hand of iron gi-iped me ; Ihio' the dark 
Gleam'd the dim sliadow of an armed man : 
Ere I could draw — the prize was wrested from me. 
And a hoarse voice gaan'd — " Spy, I spare (hee, for 
This steel is virgin lo thy Lord !' — with that 
He vanish'd. — Scared and trembling for thy safely, 
I mounted] fled, and, kneeling at tliy feet. 



RICHELIEU ; 



Implore thee to acquit my faith — but not. 
Like him, to spare my lite.— 

RICHELIEU. 

Who spake of life ? 
I bade thee grasp that treasure as thine honour — 
A jewel wortn wnole hecatombs of li(fes ! 
Begone — redeem thine honour — back to Marion — 
Or Baradas — or Orleans — ^track the robber — 
Regain the packet — or craw! on to Age — 
Age and grey hairs like mine — and know, thou hast lost 
That which had made thee great and saved thy country. — 
See me not till tbou'st bought the right to seek me. — 16< 
Away ! — Nay, cheer thee^ — thou haat not fail'd yet, — 
There's no such word as "fail P' 

FRANCOIS. 



Bless you, my Lord, 
rU wear it on mv heart 



For that one smile 

To light me back to triumph.* (Eaiif,) 



RICHELIEU. 

The poor youth ! 
-! \ove the young! 



An elder had ask'd life ! 
For a3 great men live not in their own" time. 
But the nest race, — so in the young, my soul 
Makes many Kiehelieus.— He will win it yet. 
Francois! — He's gone. My murder ! Marion's warning 
This bravo's threat ! for the morrow's dawn ! — 
I'll set my spies to work — I'll make all space 
(As does the sun) an Universal Eye — 
Huguet shall track — Joseph confess — ha ! ha ! — 
Strange, while I laugh'd I ahudder'd, and ev'n now 
Thro' the chill air the beating of my heart 
Sounds like a death-walch by a sick man's pillow ; 
If Huguet could deceive me — hoofs without — 
The gates imclose — steps near and nearer ! 
(Enter Julie.) 



Cardinal '. 

My father! (falls at his feet). 

* Tlie tear aad the hatred nhieh Ricbetiru geneially iaapirei! vere nol sliarad 
by hi* dependaata and those about his pcraoa, who are s.iid " lo bars adantd 
him." — Sea domraliquea la Tegitiilaient cuinmc \e iDeilluiir <1es maitng.— L« 
Clcra. lu fact, althiiugh ii eloil ergueUlcux el culirfr—he was, fa taimr Itm/a, 
iiffaUt el iiltai de douceur itani i'atoril; and ha wag ua leas ^oeruus tu those 
vrlio >urvL'd than wreie lo ihuse vrbo appuBcd him. 
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RICHELIEU. 

Julie at this hour ! — and tears ! 180 

What ails thee ? 

JULIE. 

I am safe ; I am with thee ! — 

RICHELIEU. 

Safe ! why in all the storms of this wild world 
What wind would mar the violet? 

JULIE. 

That man — 
Why did I love him?— clinging to a breast 
That knows no shelter ? 

Listen — late at noon — 
The marriage-day— ev'n then no more a lover — 
He left me coldly, — well, — 1 sought my chamber 
To weep and wonder — ^but to hope and dream. 
Sudden a mandate from the king — to attend 
Forthwith his pleasure at the Louvre. 190 

RICHELIEU. 

Ha!— 
You did obey the summons ; and the king 
Reproach'd your hasty nuptials.— 

JULIE. 

Were that aH ! 
He frown'd and chid ; — proclaimed the bond unlawful : 
Bade me not quit my chamber in the palace. 
And there at night — alone — ^this night — all still — 
He sought my presence — dared — thou read'st the heart. 
Read mine ! — I cannot speak it ! 

RICHELIEU. 

He a king, — 
You — woman ; well, — you yielded ! 

JULIE. 

Cardinal — 
Dare you say "yielded?" — Humbled and abash'd, 200 

He from the chamber crept — this mighty Louis ; 
Crept like a baffled felon ! — yielded ! Ah ! 
More royalty in woman's honest heart 
Than dwells within the crowned majesty 
And sceptred anger of a hundred kings! 
Yielded ! — Heavens ! — yielded ; 
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RICHELIEU. 

To my breast, — close — close ! 
The world would never need a Richelieu, if 
Men — bearded, mailed men — ihe Lords of Earth — 
Rcsbted flattery, falsehood, avarice, pnde. 
As this poor child with the dove's innocent scorn 2li 

Her sex's tempters. Vanity and Power! — 
He lea you— well ! 

JULIE. 

Then came a sharper trial ! 
At the king's suit the Count de Baradas 
Sought me to soothe, to fawn, to flalier. while 
On his smooth lip insult 3i'[)ear'd more liateful 
For the false mask of pity : letting fall 
Dark hints of treacliery, with a world of sighs 
That heaven had granted lo so base a Lord 
The heart whose coldest friendship were to him 
What Mexico to misers ! Siung at last 22i 

By my disdain, the dim and glimmering sense 
Of his cloak "d words broke into bolder light. 
And THEN — all ! then, my haughty spirit fail'd me ! 
Then I was weak — wept — oil ! sucli hitler tears ! 
For (turn thy face aside, and lei me wliisper 
The horror to thine ear) then did i learn 
Tliat he — that Adrien — that niv husband — knew 
The king's pollufing suit, and deemed it lumour ! 
Then all the terrible and loathsome truth 
Glared on me ; — coldness — ^waywardness — reserve — 23 

Mysteiy of looks — words — all unraveU'd, — and 
I saw the impostor, where I ha loved the God ! — 

BICHELIEU, 

I think thou wrong'st thy Uusba'nd — ^but proceed. 

JULIE. 

rad you say " wrong'd" him ?— Cardinal, my father, 
Did yoa say "wrong'd?" Prove it, and life shall grow 
One prayer for thy reward and his forgiveness. 



Let me know all. 

JULIE. 

To the despair he caused 
Tlie courtier left me ; but amid the chaos 
Darted one guiding ray — to 'scape — to fly — 
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Reach Adrien^ learn the worst— 'twas then near midnight : 240 

Trembling I left my chamber — sought the queen — 

Fell at her feet — reveal'd the unholv peril — 

Implored her aid to flee our Joiut disgrace. 

Moved, she embraced and soothed me ; nay, preserved ; 

Her word sufficed to unlock the palace-gates : 

I hasten'd home — ^but home was desolate, — 

No Adrien there ! Fearing the worst, I fled 

To thee, directed hither. As my wheels 

Paused at thy gates — the clang of arms behind — 

The rug of hoofs — 

RICHELIEU. 

*Twas bi.1. my giianls, fair trembler. 250 
(So Huguet keeps his wonl, my oaicns wroug'd him.) 

JULIE. 

Oh, in one hour what years of anguish crowd ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Nay, there's no danger now. Thou needest rest 
Come, thou shali. lodge beside me. Tush ! be cheer'd. 
My rosiest Amazon — ihou wroug'st thy Theseus. 
AU will be well — ^yes, yet all weU. 

[Exeunt through a side door. 



SCENE 11. 



Enter Huguet — Db Mauprat, in complete armour, his vizor 

down. 

(The moonlight obscured at the casement.) 

HUGUET. 

Not here ! 

DE mauprat. 

Oh, I will find him, fear not. Hence, and guard 

The galleries where the menials sleep— plant sentries 

At every outlet — Chance should throw no shadow 

Between the vengeance and the victim ! Go ! — 260 

Ere yon brief vapour that obscures the moon. 

As doth our deed pale conscience, pass away, 

The mighty shall be a3hes. 



RICHELIEU ; 

TIUQUET. 

Will you not 
A second arm ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

To slay one weak old man 7-1 
Away ! No lesser wrongs than mine can make 
This murder lawful. — Hence! 

IIUGUET. 

A short farewell '. 

[Exit HtiQUB^ 

Re-enter Richelieu (not perceiving De Mauprat). 

RICHELIEU. 

How heavy is the air ! — the vestal lamp 
Of the sad Moon, weary with vigil, dies 
In the still temple of the solemn heaven ! 
The very darkness lends itself to fear — 
To treason — 

DE MAUPRAT. 

And to death ! 

RICHELIEU. 

My omens lied nol ! 
What art thou, wretch ? 



S HAUPRAT. 



Thy doomsman ! 



RICHELIEU. 



Huguetl Montbrassil! Vermont! 

DE MAUPR/ 



Ho, my guards ! 



Ay, thy spirits 



Are my confederates. Stir not ! but one step. 
And know the next — thy grrave! 

RICI[ELIEU. 

Thou IJest, knave! 
I am old, infirm — most feeble — but thou liest ! 
Armand de Richelieu dies not by the hand 
Of man — the stars have said it* — and the voice 
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Of my own prophet and oracular soul 
Confirms the shining Sibyls ! Call them all — 
Thy brother butchers ! Earth has no such fiend — 
No ! as one parricide of his father-land. 
Who dares in Richelieu murder France ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Tliy stars 
Deceive thee. Cardinal ; thy soul of wiles 
May against kings and armaments avail. 
And mock the embattled world ; but powerless now 290 

Against the sword of one resolved man. 
Upon whose forehead thou hast written shame ! 

RICHELIEU. 

I breathe ; — he is not a hireling. Have I wronged tliec ? 
Beware surmise — suspicion — lies! I am 
Too great for men to speak the truth of me ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Thy acis are thy accusers. Cardinal ! 

In his hot youth, a soldier, urged to crime 

Against the State, placed in your hands his life ;— - 

You did not strike the blow — ^but, o'er his head. 

Upon the gossamer thread of your caprice, 300 

Hovered the axe. — His the brave spirit's hell, 

The twilight terror of suspense ; — your death 

Had set him free : — he purposed not, nor prayed it. 

One day you summoned — mocked him with smooth pardon — 

Showered wealth upon him — ^bade an Angel's face 

Turn Earth to Paradise 

RICHELIEU. 

Well ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Was this mercy ? 
A Caesar's generous vengeance ? — Cardinal, no ! 
Judas, not Usesar, was the model ! You 
Saved him from death for shame ; reserved to grow 
The scorn of living men — to his dead sires 310 

Leprous reproach — scoflf of the age to come — 
A kind convenience — a Sir Pandarus 
To his own bride, and the august adulterer ! 
Then did the first great law of human hearts. 
Which with the patriot's, not the rebel's, name 
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Crowned the first Brutus, when the Tarquin fell, 
Make Misery royal — raise this desperate wretch 
Into thy destiny 1 Expect no mercy ! 
Behold De Maiiprat ! 

( Lifts Ma vizor^ 

HICHELIEU. 

To lliy knees, and crawl 
For pardon; or, I tell ihee, ihon shah live 32Q. 

For such remorse, lliat, did I ha^e ihee, I 
Woiild bid t.iiee strike, tliat I ni'ght be avenged ! — 
It was to save my Julie from iiio King, 
That in thy valour I forgave iliy crime ; — 
It was, wijen tljou — the rash and ready tool — 
Yea, of that shame ihou loarh'at — rlitVst leave thy heartli 
To the polhitpr — in iheae arms Ihy hrii'e 
Found me protecting shcller ihine withheld. 

(Goes to the side door.) 
Julie de Mauprat — Julie ! 

Bnier Julie. J 

Lo ! my witness ! fl 

DE MAUPHAT. J 

What marvel's this ? — I dr<iani ! My Julio — thou ! 3oO 

This, thy beloved liand ? 

JULIE. 

Henceforth all bond 
Between us twain is broken. Were it not 
For this old man, I might, in truth, liave lost 
The right — now mine — to scorn llice ! 

RICHELIEU. 

So, you hear her ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Thou with some slander hast her sense infected ! 

JLLIE. 

No, Sir : he did excuse thee in despite 
Of all that wears the face of Iruih. Thj friend— 
Thy confidant — familiar — Bavadas — 
Himself revealed thy liaseness, 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Baseness ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Ay, 
That thou didst court dishonour. 



I 
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DB MAUPRAT. 

Baradas ! 
Where is thy thunder. Heaven 7 — Duped ! — snared !-^undone ! 
Thou — ^thou oould'st not believe him ! Thou dost love me ! 
Love cannot feed on falsehoods ! 

JULIE (a#tc/<>). 

LfOve him ! — Ah ! 
Be still, mv heart ! Love you I did : — how fondly. 
Woman — if women were my listeners now — 
Alone could tell ! — For ever fled my dream : 
Farewell — alFs over ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Nay, my daughter, these 
Are but the blinding mists of day-bi*eak love 
Sprung from its very light, and heralding 350 

A noon of happy summer.— -Take her hand 
And speak the truth, with which your heart runs over— 
That tnis Count Judas — this Incarnate Falsehood — 
Never lied more, than when he told thy Julie 
That Adrien loved her not — except, indeed. 
When he told Adrien, Julie could betray him. 

JULIE (embracing De Mayprat). 
You love me, then ! — you love me ! — and they wrong*d you ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Ah ! could*st thou doubt it ? 

RICHELIEU. 

Why, the very mole 
Less blind than thou ! Baradas loves thy wife ; — 
Had hoped her hand — aspired to be that cloak 360 

To the king's will, which to thy bluntness seems 
The Centaur's poisonous robe — hopes even now 
To make thy corpse his footstool to thy bed ! 
Where was thy wit, man ? — Ho ! those schemes are glass ! 
The very sun shines through them. 



Can you forgive you ? 



DE MAUPRAT. 

O, my Lord, 

RICHELIEU. 

Ay, and save you ! 



i 



DE MAUPRAT. 

Save ! 

Terrible woi-d ! — O, sare thyself: — tbeee halls 
Swarm with thy foes : already for thy blood 
Pants thirsty Murder ! 

JULIE. 

Murder ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Hush! put by 
The woman. Hush ! a shriek — a cry — a breath 
Too loud, would startle from its horrent pause 
The swooping Death 1 Go to the door, and listen ! — 
Now for escape ! 



\one- 
This heart to tliioe. 



OE MAXIPBAT. 

-none ! Their blades shall pass 



RICHELIEU (drily). 
An honourable outwork. 
But much too near the citadel. I tliink 
That T can trust you now (^slowly, and gazing on him) : — yes 

I can trust you. 
How many of ray troop league with you 



370 

I 



DB MAUPRAT. ^^H 

All ^H 

We are your troop ! ^^^^^^B 

AndHuguet? — 4^^^^^^^^ 

^^h DE ^^^^^^1 

^^Hr Is our captain. ^^H 

B^^ RICHELIEU. ^^1 

A retribution Power ! — ^This comes of spies ! 

All? then the lion's skin too short to-oightj — 380 



A retribution Power!- 
All? then the lion's ski 
Now for the fox' 

JULIE. 

A hoarse, gathering n 
Hurrying and heavy footsteps ! — 



Ha ! — the postema .' 
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DE MAUPRAT. 

No egress where no sentry ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Follow me — 
I have it ! — ^to my chamber— quick ! Come, Julie ! 
Hush ! Mauprat, come ! 

Murmur at a distance — Death to the Cardinal ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Bloodhounds^ I laugh at ye ! — ha I ha ! — we will 
Baffle them yet — Ha ! — hal 

Exeunt Julie, Mauprat, RicheUeu. 

HUOUET (^without). 

This way — this way ! 



SCENE III. 
Enter Huguet and the Conspirators. 

HUOUET. 

De Mauprat's hand is never slow in battle ; — 
Strange, if it falter now ! Ha ! gone ! 

FIRST CONSPIRATOR. 

Perchance 
The fox had crept to rest ; and to his lair 390 

Death, the dark hunter, tracks him. 

Enter Mauprat (throwing open the doors of the recess, in 
which a bed, whereon Richelieu lies extended,) 

MAUPRAT. 

Live the King ! 
Richelieu is dead ! 

HUOUET (advancing towards the recess ; mauprat following^ 

his hand on his dagger). 

Are his eyes open ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Ay. 
As if in life ! 

F 
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HUOUET (turning back). 

I will not look on him. 
You have been long. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

I watch*d him till he slept. 
Heed me. — No trace of blood reveals the deed ; — 
Strangled in sleep. His health hath long beerf broken — 
Found breathless in his bed. So runs our tale. 
Remember ! Back to Paris — Orleans gives 
Ten thousand crowns, and Baradas a lordship. 
To him who first gluts vengeance with the news 400 

That Richelieu is in heaven ! Quick, that all France 
May share your joy ! 

HUGUET. 

And you ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Will stay, to crush 
Eager suspicion — to forbid sharp eyes 
To dwell too closely on the clay ; prepare 
The rites, and place him on his bier — this my task. 
I leave to you, sirs, the more grateful lot 
Of wealth and honours. Hence ! 

HUGUET. 

I shall be noble ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Away ! 

FIRST CONSPIRATOR. 

Five thousand crowns ! 

OMNES. 

To horse ! — to horse ! 

[Exeunt Conspirators, 
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SCENE IV. 

Siill night. — A room in the house of Count De Baradas, 

lighted, Src. 

Orleans, De Beringhen. 

DK BERINOHEN. 

I understand. Mauprat kept guard without : 

Knows nought of the despatch — ^but heads the troop 410 

Whom the poor Cardinal fancies his protectors. 

Save us from such protection ! 

ORLEANS. 

Yet, if Huguet, 
By whose advice and proffers we renounced 
Our earlier scheme, should still be Richelieu's tninioii. 
And play us felse — 

DE BERINOHEN. 

The fox must then devour 
The geese he gripes, (I'm out of it, thank Heaven !) 
And you must swear you smelt the trick, but seem'd 
To approve the deed — to render up the doers. 

Enter Baradas. 

BARADAS. 

Julie is fled : — the King, whom now I left 

To a most thorny pillow, vows revenge 420 

On her— on Mauprat — and on Richelieu ! Well ; 

We loyal men anticipate his wish 

Upon the last — and as for Mauprat, — 



(Shouting a writ.) 



DE BERINOHEN. 



Hum! 
They say the devil invented printing I Faith, 
He has some hand in writing parchment — eh. Count ? 
What mischief now ? 

BARADAS. 

The King, at Julie's flight 
Enraged, will brook no rival in a subject — 
So on this old offence — the affair of Faviaux — 
Ere Maup&t can tell tales of us, we build 
His bridge between the dungeon and the grave. 430 

F 2 
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ORLEANS. 

Well ; if our courier can but reach the army. 
The cards are ours ! — and yet, I own, I tremble. 
Our names are in the scroll-— discovery, death ! * 

BARADAS. 

Success, a crown ! 

DE BERiNOHEN (apart to Baradas). 

Our future regent is 
No hero. 

BARADAS (to De Beringhen). 

But his rank makes others valiant ; 
And on his cowardice I mount to power. 
Were Orleans Regent — what were Baradas ? 
Oh ! by the way — I had forgot, your highness. 
Friend Huguet whisper'd me, " Beware of Marion : 
Pve seen her lurking near the Cardinal's palace." 440 

Upon that hint — I've found her lodgings elsewhere. 

ORLEANS. 

You wrong her. Count : — Poor Marion ! — she adores me. 

BARADAS {apologetically^. 

Forgive me, but 

Enter Page. 

PAGE. 

My Lord, a rude, strange soldier. 
Breathless with haste, demands an audience. 

BARADAS. 

—So! 
The archers ? 

PAGE. 

In the ante-room, my Lord, 
As you desired. 

BARADAS. 

Tis well — admit the soldier. 

[ Exit Page. 
Huguet ! I bade him seek me here ! 

Enter Huguet. 

HUGUET. 

My Lords, • 

The deed is done. Now, Count, fulfil your word. 
And make me noble ! 
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BARADA8. 

Richelieu dead ? — art sure f 
How died he ? 

HUOVET. 

Strangled in his sleep : — no blood, 450 

No tell-tale violence. 

BARADAS. 

Strangled ? monstrous villain ! 
Reward for murder ! Ho, there ! 

[Siamphig. 
Enter Captain, with five Archen. 

IIUGUET. 

No, thou durst not ! 

BARADAS. 

Seize on the ruffian — ^bind him— -gag him ! Off 
To the Bastile ! 

IIUOUET. 

Your word — your plighted faith ! 

BARADAS. 

Insolent liar ! — ho, away ! 

IIUOUKT. 

Nay, Count ; 
I have that about me, which 

BARADAS. 

Away with him ! 
[ Exeunt Hvgitet and Archers. 
Now, then, aXVs safe ; Huguet must die in prison. 
So Mauprat : — coax or force the meaner crew 
To fly the country. Ha, ha ! thus, your highness^ 
Great men make use of little men. 

DE BERINGHEN. 

My Lords, 460 

Since our suspense is ended — you'll excuse me ; 
'Tis late — and, entre nous, I have not supp'd yet ! 
I'm one of the new Council now, remember ; 
I feel the public stirring here already ; 
A very craving monster. Au revoir ! 

l^Eocit de Beringhen. 

ORLEANS. 

No fear, nam Richelieu's dead. 
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BARADAS. 

And could he come 
To life again^ he could not keep life's life — 
His power, — nor save De Mauprat from the sca£fold, — 
Nor Julie from these arms — nor Paris from 
The Spaniard — nor your highness from the throne ! 470 

All ours ! all ours ! in spite of my Lord Cardinal ! 

Enter Page. 

PAGE. 

A gentleman, my Lord, of better mien 
Than he who last — 

BARADAS. 

Well, he may enter. 

ORLEANS. 

Can this be ? 

BARADAS. 

One of the conspirators: 
Mauprat himself, perhaps. 

Enter Frangois, 

FRANCOIS. 

My Lord 



[ Exit Page~ 
Who 



In Paris still ? 



BARADAS. 

Ha, traitor ! 

FRANCOIS. 



The packet — ^the despatch — 
Some knave play'd spy without, and reft it from me. 
Ere I could draw my sword. 

BARADAS. 

Play'd spy without ! 
Did he wear armour ? 

FRANCOIS. • 

Ay, from head to heel. 

ORLEANS. 

One of our band. Oh, heavens I • 
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BARADA8. 

• Could it be Mauprat ? 480 

Kept guard at the door — knew nought of the dcsjHitch — 
How UE ? — and yet, who other ? 

FRANCOIS. 

* Ha, De Mauprat ! 

The night was dark — his vizor closed. 

BARADAS. 

Twas he ! 
How could he guess ? — 'sdeath ! if he should betray us. 
His hate to Richelieu dies with Richelieu — and 
He was not great enough for treason. — Hence ! 
Find Mauprat^-beff, steal, filch, or force it back. 
Or, as I live, the hauter 

FRANCOIS. 

By the morrow 
I will regain it, (aside) and redeem my honour ! 

(Exit Francois.) 

ORLEANS. 

Oh ! we are lost — 

BARADAS. 

Not so ! But cause on cause 490 

For Mauprafs seizure — silence — death ! Take courage. 

ORLEANS. 

Should it once reach the King, the Cardinal's arm 
Could smite us from the grave. 

BARADAS. 

Sir, think it not ! 
I hold De Mauprat in my grasp. To-morrow 
And France is ours ! — ^Thou dark and fallen Angel, 
Whose name on earth's Ambition — thou that mak'st 
Thy throne on treasons, stratagems, and murder — 
And with thy fierce and blood- red smile canst quench 
The guiding stars of solemn empire — hear us — 
(For we are thine) — and light us to the goal ! 500 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

ciim SID. 



The Gardens of the Louvre. — Orleans, Baradns, De Berin- 



1 



How does my brother bear the Cardinal's death ? 



With grief, when thinking of the toils of State; 
With joy, when thinking on the eyes of Julie ; — 
At times be sighs, "Who now shall govern France?" 
Anon exclaims — " Who now shall baffle Louis T' 

{Enter Louis and other Courtiers. They uncover.) 

ORLEANS. 

Now, my liege, now, 1 can embrace a brother. 



Dear Gaston, yes. — I do believe you love me; — 

Richelieu denied it— sever'd us too long. 

A great man, Gaston ! Who shall govern France ? 



Yourself, my liege. That swart and potent afar 10 

Eclipsed your royal orb. He serv'd the country. 
But did he serve, or seek to sway the King ? 

LOUIS. 

You're right — he was an able poUtician * — 
That's all: — between ourselves, Count, I suspect 
The largeness of his learning — specially 
In falconsf — a poor huntsman, loo ! 

• Otnittrd in rfpreaeiitatiuii from line 13 ta 66. 

f LuuisXtll. is laid to have pusteiaed aonie naluTal t.ileala, and io earlier 
\outh tu hale villi bitt'd the ^eims uf iii.ble qnolitie!! | but a bliifhl aeemBto 
hare paned ci»r hn maturer lire. Peraunally briTe,.l>ut morally timid, — alurBva 
gOTeTDcd, whelhei by big muthci or hia miuiBter, and aluays Tejiiaing *t tf 

.!._ ™.l_ _.1_. a^cligg UniO"" ' ~~ '" """ " 



jcikt. The only a 



a pauion t 



t he betiayed « 
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BARADA8. 

lla— ha ! 
Your Majesty rem^bers — 

LOUIS. 

Ay, the blunder 
Betweea the greffier and the souiilard when — 

{Checks and crosses himself.) 
Alas ! poor sinners that we are ! we laugh 
While this great man — a priest, a cardinal, 20 

A &ithfiil servant — out upon us !^ 

BARADAS. 

Sire, 
If my brow wear no cloudy *tis that the Cardinal 
No longer shades the King. 

Loxns (looking vp at the skies). 

Oh, Baradas ! 
Am I not to be pitied ?— what a day 
Foi— 

BARADAS. 

Sorrow ? — No, sire ! 

LOUIS. 

Bah ! for hunting, man. 
And Richelieu*s dead ; 'twould be an indecorum 
Till he is buried — (yattns) — life is very tedious. 
I made a madrigal on life last week : 
You do not sing,* Count? — Pity ; you should learn. 
Poor Richelieu had no ear — yet a great man. 30 

Ah ! what a weary weight devolves upon me ! 
These endless wars — these thankless Parliaments — 



the spoits of the field ; yet it was his craving weakness (and this throws a kind 
of false interest over his character,) to wish to be loved. He himself loved no 
one. He suffered the only woman who seems to have been attached to him to 
wither in a convent — he gave up favourite after £ivourite to exile or the block. 
When Richelieu died, he said coldly, ** Voili un grand politique mort !" and 
when the ill-fated but unprincipled Cinq Mars, whom he called le cher ami, was 
beheaded, he drew out his watch at the fatal hour, and said with a smile, " I 
think at this moment that le cher ami fait une vilaine mine." Neverthe- 
less his conscience at times (for he was dt*vout and supersiitiouM) made him 
gentle, and his pride and his honour would often, when least expected, rouse him 
into hauff hty but brief resistance to the despotism under which he lived. 

* Loms had some musical taste and accomplishment, wherewith he often 
communicated to his favourites some of that wearisome ennui under which he 
himself almost unceasingly languished. 




RICHELIEU ; 

The snares in which he tangled States and Kings, 
Like the old fislier of the fable, Proteus, 
Netting great Nepiune's wariest tribes, and changing 
Into all shapes when Craft pursued himself : 



Oh, a great man ! 




BARADAS. 

Your royal mother said ao. 
And died in exile. 

LOUIS (sadly). 
True : I loved my mother 

BARADAS. 

The Cardinal diea. — Yet day revives the earth ; 
The rivers run not back. In truth, my liege. 
Did your high orb on others shine as him. 
Why, things as dull in their own selves as I am 
Would glow as brightly with the borrowed beam.f 

Ahem ! — He was too stern. 



lata again Bt Richeli 
is impossible, hoi 
itrif^anle 




A very Nero. 



His power was like the Capitol of old- 
Built on a human skull. 



And, had he Hved. 
I know another head, my Baradas, 

• Ooe uf Louis's ntoit bitter com 
baniibroenc of the Queen Mother. 

vinced that the return of that most worthless ictri^anle was nholly incom- 
putihle with the Iran^iiillity a( the kingdom. Yet, aa the ot^rer hnud, the 
poverty and privation which she endured )n exilp, are discreditable to the genera.- 
lity and the gratitude of Richelieu — she was hU first patron, though snenrnrdi 
his most nuwerful persecutor. 

f In his Memoirs Hicfaelieii ^ves an amusing acconnt of the insolence and 
arts of Batodu, and obBeivcs, with indignant astonishnieat, that the Kivaurite 
iru never weary uf repeating to the King that he (Bsradas) would hate mada 
JuBt us great a minister as Richelieu. It is on the attachment of Baradas to 
La CresBiaa, a maid (if honour to the Queen Mother, of whom, according to 
Baradui, the King was enamoured also, that his luve for the Julie de Mortemar 
of the play hna been founded. The aecret of Baradas' Biulden and extraordinary 
influence with the King seema 1o rest in the persona! adoration which he pro- 
feaied for Louis, with whom heaflectedall the jealousy of n lover, but whom he 
flattered with the ardent chivalry of a knight. Even after bis diigrace he 
placed upon his banner, " Fiat loluntas tua." 
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That would have propp*d the pile : Fve seen him eye thee 
With a most nungry rancy. 

BARADA8 (jtUXtOUsly). 

g Sire, I knew 

You would protect me. 

LOUIS. 

Did you so : of course ! 50 

And yet he had a way with him — a something 

That always ^But no matter — he is dead. 

And, after all, men called his King " 'die Just/** 

And so I am. Dear Count, this silliest Julie, 

I know not why, she takes my fancy. Many 

As fair, and certainly more kind ; but yel 

It is so. Count, I am no lustful Tarquin, 

And do abhor the bold and frontless vices 

Which the Church justly censures; yet, 'tis sad 

On rainy days to drag out weary hours f — 60 

Deaf to the music of a woman*s voice — 

Blind to the sunshine of a woman's eyes. 

It is no sin in Kings to seek amusement ; 

And that is all I seek. I miss her much — 

She has a silver laugh— a rare perf(*ction. 

BARADAS. 

Richelieu was most disloyal in that marriage. 

LOUIS (quenilously). 

He knew that Julie pleased me : — a clear proof 
He never loved me ! 

BARADAS. 

Oh, most clear ! — But now 
No bar between the lady and your will ! 
This writ makes all secure : a week or two 70 

In the Bastile will sober IMauprat^s love. 
And leave him eager to dissolve a hymen 
That brings him such a home. 

* Louis was called The Just, but for no other reason thau that he was born 
under the Libra. 

f Louis XIII. did not resemble either his father or hio son in the ardour of 
his attachments ; if not wholly platonic, they were wholly unimpassioned : yet 
no man was more jealous, or more unscrupulously tyrannical when the jealousy 
was aroused. 



RICHELIEU ; 



See to it. Count ; 

(Exit Baradas.) 
ril summon Julie back. A word with you. 

(Takes aside First Coftrliei- andkDe B^ringhen, and 
passes, conversing with them, tftrovgk the gardens.') 

Enter Francois. 

FRANCOIS, 

All search, as yet, in vain for Mauprat ! — Not 

At home since yesternoon — ^a soldier told me 

He saw him pass ihis way wiih hasTy strides; 

Should he meet Barad as—they'd rend it from him— 

And then — benignant Fortune smiles upon me — 

I am thy son ! — if thou desert' st me now. 

Come, Death and snatch me from disgrace. But, no. 

There's a great Spirit ever in the air 

That from prolific and far-spreading wings 

Scatters the seeds of honour — yea, the walls 

And moats of castled forts — the barren seas. 

The cell wherein the pale-eyed student holds 

Talk with melodious science — all are sown 

With everlasting honours, if our souls 

Will toil for fame- as boors for bread — 

(Enter Mauprat.) 

Oh, let me— 
Let me but meet him foot to foot — I'll dig 
The Judas from his heart ; — albeit the King 
Should o'er him cast the purple ! 

FRANCOIS. 

Mauprat ! hold : — 
\\'here is the 

MAUPRAT. 

Well! What would'st thou? 

FRANCOIS. 

The despatch ! 
The packet. — Look on me — 1 serve the Cardinal — 
Vou know me. — Did you not keep guard last night 
By Marion's house? 

MAUPRAT. 

I did ; — no matter now ! — 
They lold m.-, he >vas here !— 
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FRANCOIS. 

joy ! quick-^uick — 
The packet thou didst wrest from ine ? 

MAUPRAT. 

The packet ? — 
What art thou he, I deem'd the Cardinars spy 100 

(Dupe that I ^bm) — and overhearing Marion — 

FRANCOIS. 

The same — restore it ! — haste ! 

MAUPRAT. 

1 have it not : — 
Methought it but reveaFd our scheme to Richelieu, 
And^ as we mounted, gave it to 

\Enter Baradas.) 

Stand back ! 
Now, villain ! now — I have thee ! 

(To Franfiois,) — Hence, Sir ! — Dratr ! 

FRANCOIS. 

Art mad? — the King*s at hand ! leave him to Richeheu ! 
Speak — the despatch — to whom — 

MAUPRAT {dashing him aside and rushing to Baradas). 

Thou triple slanderer ! 
m set my heel upon thy crest ! 

{Afew jiasses,) 

FRANCOIS. 

Ply_fly !_ 

The King !— 

Enter at one side Louis, Orleans, De Beringhen, Courtiers, 
^c, — at the other, the Ouards- hastily. 

LOUIS. 

Swords drawn — before our very palace ! — 
Have our laws died with Richelieu ? 

BARADAS. 

Pardon, Sire,— 110 

My crime but self-defence.* (Aside to King.) It is De 
Mauprat ! 

* One of Richelieu's seveiest and least politic laws was that which made 
duelling a capital crime. Never was the punishment against the offence more 
relentlessly enforced ; and never were duels so desperate and so numerous. The 
puniHhment of death must be evidently ineffectual so long as to refuse a duel is 
to be dishonoured, and so long as men hold the doctrine, however wrong, that 
it is better to part with the life that Heaven gave than the honour man makes. 
In fact, the grater the danger he incurred, the greater was the punctilio of the 
cavalier of that time in braving it. 



Dare he thus brave u 



{Baradas goen to the guard and gives the writ.) 



AUPRAT. 

Sire, in the Cardinal'a name- 



Seize him — disarm — to the Bastile ! 

(De Mauprat seized, struggles with the guard — jF; 



1 



<^ot» 



restlessly endeavouring to pacify and speak to Ai 
when the gates open. Enter Richelieu — Joseph — -/bl- 
lowed by arquebusaiers.') 

BA.KADAS. 

The Dead 
Return'd to life ! 



What a mock death ! this tops 
The InSnite of Insult. 

DE UAUPRAT (breaking from the guards). 

Priest and Hero! — 
For you are both — protect the truth ! — 

HICHELIEU (inking the writ from the guard.) 
What's this ? 



Fact 

Nine lives, as 



DE BEBINQHEN. 

Foxes liave got 



BARADAS. 

Be firm, my liege. 

LOUIB. 

I have assumed the sceptre — I will wield it ! 

JOSEPH. 

The tide runs counter — there'U be shipwreck somewhere. 120 

(Baradas and Orleans keep close to the Kiny — ivliiij. 

ing and prompting him when Richelieu speaks.) 

RICHELTEU. 

High treason — Faviaux ! still that stale pretence ! 
My liege, bad men (ay. Count, most kaarish men !) 
Abuse your royal goodness. — For this soldier, 
France hath none braver — and his youth's hot folly, 
Misled — (by whom yn«r Highness may conjeclure I) — 
Is long since cancell'd by a loyal manhood. — 
T, Sire, have pardoned him. 
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LOUI8. 

And we do give 
Your pardon to the winds. — Sir, do your duty ! 

RICHELIEU. 

What, Sire ? — ^you do not know — Oh, pardon me — 

You know not yet, tt^at this brave, honest, heart 130 

Stood between mine and murder ! — Sire ! for my sake — 

For your old servant's sake — undo this wrong. 

See, let me rend the sentence. 

LOUIS. 

At your peril ! 
This is too much : — ^Again, Sir, do your duty ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Speak not, but go : — I would not see young Valour 
So humbled as grey Service ! 

DB MAUPRAT. 

Fare you well ! 
Save Julie, and console her. 

FRANCOIS (aside to Mauprat), 

The despatch ! 
Your fate, foes, life, hang on a word ! — to whom ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

To Huguet. 

FRANCOIS. 

Hush — keep council ! — silence — hope ! 

(Exeunt Mauprat and Ouard.) 

BAR AD AS (a^ide to Francois). 

Has he the packet ? 

FRANCOIS. 

He will not reveal — 140 

(Aside,) Work, brain ! — beat, heart ! — " There's no such word 
as faiiy 

(Exit Francois.) 
RICHELIEU (fiercely). 
Room, my Lords, room ! — ^The minister of France 
Can need no intercession with the King. 

(They fall back.) 

LOUIS. 

What means this false report of death. Lord Cardinal ? 

RICHELIEU. 

Are you then anger'd. Sire, that I live still ? 



No ; but such anifice — 

RICHELIEl. 

Not mine : — look elsewhere ! 
Louis — my castle swarm'd with the assassins. 

BARADAs (advancing). 
We have punisb'd them already. Huguet now 
In the Bastile. — Oh ! my Lord, roe were prompt 
To avenge you — ice were — 

RICBELIEU. 

We ?— Ha ! ha 1 you hear, 15( 
My liege ! What page, man, in the last court grammar 
Made you a plural? — Count, you have seized the hireling:— 
Sire, shall I name the master! 

Lonis. 
Tush ! my Lord, 
The old contrivance : — ever does your wit 
Invent assassins, — that ambition may 
Slay rivals — 

Rivals, sire ! — in what? 
Service to France ? / have none. ! Lives the man 
Whom Europe, paled before your glory, deems 
Rival lo Armand Richelieu ? 

LOUIS. 

What, so haughty ! 
Remember, he who made, can unmake, 

HICHELIEU. 

Never ! 
Never I Your anger can recall your trust. 
Annul my oflSce, spoil me of my lands, 
Rifle my coffers, — but my name — my deeds. 
Are royal in a land beyond your sceptre ! 
Pass sentence on me, if you will; from Kings, 
Lo, I appeal to Time ! *Be just, my liege — 
I found your kingdom rent with heresies 
And bristling with rebellion ; lawless nobles 
And breEidless serfs ; England fomenting discord; 
Austria — lier clutch on your dominion ; Spain 
Forging the prodigal gold of either Ind 
To armed thunderbolts. The Arts lay dead, 
Trade rotted in your marts, your Armies mutinous, 
Your Treasury bankrupt. Would you now revoke 
* Omitlwl in repceaealBtioQ, from " Be just," Ac, line 167, to ', 
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Your trusty so be it ! and I leave you, sole 

Supremest Monarch of the mightiest realm. 

From Ganges to the Icebergs : — Look without 

No foe not humbled ! — Look within ; the Arts 

Quit for your schools — their old Hesperides 

The golden Italy ! while through the veins 180 

Of your vast empire flows in strengthening tides 

Trade^ the calm health of nations ! 

Sire, I know 
Your smoother courtiers please you best — nor measure 
Myself with them, — yet sometimes I would doubt 
If Statesmen rock'd and dandled into power 
Could leave such legacies to kings ! 

{Louts appears irresolute,) 

Baradas (passing him, whispers). 

But Julie, 
Shall I not summon her to Court ? 

LOUIS (motions to Baradas and turns haughtily to the 

Cardinal), 

Enough 1 
Your Eminence must excuse a longer audience. 
To your own palace : — For our conference, this 190 

Nor place — ^nor season. 

RICHELIEU. 

Good my liege, for Justice 
All place a temple, and all season, summer ! — 
Do you deny me justice ? — Saints of Heaven ! 
He turns from me ! — Do you deny me justice? 
For fifteen years, while in these hands dwelt Empire, 
The humblest craftsman — the obscurest vassal — 
The very leper shrinking from the sun, 
Tho' loathed by Charity, might ask for justice ! — 
Not with the fawning tone and crawling mien 
Of some I see around you — Counts and Princes — 200 

Kneeling hr favours ; — but, erect and loud. 
As men who ask man's rights ! — my liege, my Louis, 
Do you refuse me justice — audience even — 
In the pale presence of the baffled Murther ?* 

* For the haughty and rebuking tone which Richelieu assumed in his ex- 
postulations with the King, see his Memoirs (passim) in Petitot's collection, 
vols. 22 — 30 {bit), Montesquieu, in one of his brilliant antitheses, says well of 
Richelieu, ''II avila le roi, mAis il illustra le rigne." 

G 



if RTCHEL1EU; ' I 

LOUIS. 

Lord Cardinal — one by one yoii have sever'd from me 

The bonds of human love. All near and dear 

Mark'd out for vengeance— exile or the scaffold. 

You find me now amidst my trustiest friends. 

My closest kindred ; — you would tear them from me ; 

They murder you forsooth, since me they love. 

Eno' of plots and treasons for one reign ! 

Home ! — Home ! and sleep asvay these phantoms ! 

HrCHKLlEU. 

Sire! 

I patience. Heaven !— sweet Heaven ! — Sire, from the Too 

Of that Great Throne, these hands have raised aloft 

On an Olympus, looking down on mortals 

And worshipp'd by llieir awe — before the foot 

Of that high throne, — spurn you the grey-hair'd man. 

Who gave you empire — anJ now sues for safety ? 



No : — when we see your Eminence in truth 

At the /hot of the throne — we'll listen to you. 22Q 

[Exit jLouimA 



For this deep thanks to Julie and to Mauprat ! 



RTCHELIEU. 

My Lord de Baradas — I pray your pardon — 
You are to be my successor ! — your hand, sir ! 

BARAD\s (aside). 
What can this mean i'^ 

RICHELIEU. 

It trembles, see ! it trembles ! 
The hand that holds the destinies of nations 
Ought to shake less ! — poor Baradas ! — poor France ! 



[Exeiml Baradax and OrleantA 
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SCENE IV. 

RICHELIEU. 

Joseph — Did you hear the king ? 

JOSEPH. 

I did— there's danger! Had you been less haughty* 

RICHELIEU. 

And suffer'd slaves to chuckle — " see the Cardinal — 

How meek his Eminence is to-day" — I tell thee 230 

This is a strife in which the loftiest look 

Is the most subtle armour 

JOSEPH. 

But 



RICHELIEU. 

No time 
For ifs and buts. I will accuse these traitors ! 
Francois shall witness that De Baradas 
Gave him the secret missive for De Bouillon^ 
And told him life and death were in the scroll. 
I will— I wUl— 

JOSEPH. 

Tush ! Franqois is your creature ; 
So they will say, and laugh at you ! — your toitnesn 
Must be that same Despatch, 

RICHELIEU. 

Away to Marion ! 

JOSEPH. 

I have been there — she is seized — removed — imprisoned — 240 
By the Count's orders. 

* However " orgueiiiewr** and ** coiere'* in his disputes with Louis, the Cardinal 
did not always disdain recourse to the arts of the courtier ; — once, after an angry 
discussion with the king, in which, as usual, Richelieu got the better, Louis, as 
they quitted the palace together, said, rudely, ** Sortes le premier ; tous ^tes bien 
le roi de France." '' Si je passe le premier,'* replied the minister, after a mo- 
ment's hesitation, and with great adroitness, " ce ne peut 6tre que comme le 
plus humble de tos senriteurs ;" and he took a flambeau from one of the pag^es, 
to light the king as he walked before him — '' en reculant et sans touroer le dos." 

o2 



RICHELIEU; 



Goddess of bright dreams. 
My Country — shalt thou lose me now, when most 
Thou need'st thy worshipper ? My native land ! 
Let me but ward ihis dagger from ihy heart. 
And die — but on thy bosom ! 

EnfeT JuuE, 



Heaven ! I tliank thee! 
I cannot be, or this all-powerfiil man 
Would not stand idly thus. 



RICHELIEU. 



Hoi 



What dost thov. here ? 



Home ! — ^is Adrieii there ? — you 're dumb — yet strive 
For words ; 1 see them f.rembling on your lip, 250 

But choked by pity. It wax truth — all Iruth ! 
Seized — the Bastile — and in your presence too ! 
Cardinal, where is Adrien ? Think— he saved 
Your life ; — your name is infamy, if wrong 
Should come to his ! 

BICHELIEU. 

Be sooth'd, child. 

JULIE. 

Child no more ; 
I love, and I am woman ! Hope and suffer — 
Love, suffering, hope, — what else doth make the strength 
And majesty of woman ? — Where is Adrien ? 

RICHELIEU to JOSEPH. 

Your youth was never young — you never loved : — 
Speak to her— 

JOSEPH. 

Nay, take heed — the king's command, 
'Tis true — I mean — the — 

JULIE to RICHELIEU. 

Let thine eyes meet mine ; 
Answer me but one word — I am a wife— 
I ask thee for my konte — my fate— my all ! 
Where is my husband f 



1 
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RICHBLIEU. 

You are Richelieu's ward> 
A soldier's bride: they who insist on truth 
Must out-face fear ; — you ask me for your husband ? 
There — ^where the clouds of heaven look darkest, o'er 
The domes of the Bastile ! 

JULIE. 

I thank you, father. 
You see I do not shudder. Heaven forgive you 270 

The sin of this desertion ! 

RICHELIEU {detaining her). 

Whither wouldst thou ? 

JULIE. 

Stay me not Fie ! I should be there already. 
I am thy ward, and haply he may think 
Thou'st taught me also to forsake the wretched ! 

RICHELIEU. 

I've fiU'd those cells — with many — traitors aU. 

Had they wives too ? — ^Thy memories, Power, are solemn ! 

Poor sufferer ! — think'st thou that yon gates of woe 

Unbar to love ? Alas ! if love once enter, 

'Tis for the last farewell ; between those walls 

And the mute grave * — the blessed household sounds 280 

Only heard once — while, hungering at the door. 

The headsman whets the axe. 

JULIE. 

O, mercy ! mercy ! 
Save him, restore him, father ! Art thou not 
The Cardinal- King? — the Lord of life and death — 
Beneath whose light, as deeps beneath the moon. 
The solemn tides of Empire ebb and flow ? — 
Art thou not Richelieu r 

RICHELIEU. 

Yesterday I was ! — 
To-day, a very weak old man ! — To-morrow, 
I know not wnat ! 

JULIE. 

Do you conceive his meaning ? 
Alas ! I cannot. But, roethinks, my senses 290 

Are duller than they were ! 

* Selon I'usage de Louis XIlI.,faire arr^ter quelqu^un pour crime d*6tat,et le 
faire mourir, I'^tait a peu pres le mSme chose,-— Le C/rrc. 



m 


RTCHELTEU; [ac^^H 




^^1 


The King is chafed ^H 
Against his servant. Lady, while we speak, ^^^H 
The lackey of the ante-room is not ^^H 
More powerless than the Minister of France. ^^^^ 




^^1 


And yet the air is still ; Heaven wears no cloud ;* ^H 
From Nature's silent orhit starts no portent ^^H 
To warn the unconscious world ; — albeit, this night ^^H 
May with a morrow teem which, in my fall, ^^M 
Would carry earthquake to remotest lands, * 
And change the Christian globe. What would'st thou, woman ? 
Thy faie and his, with mine, for good or ill, [300 
Are woven threads. In my vast sum of life ^^^ 
Millions such units merge. ^^^^| 




Enter First. CmiHier. ^^H 




^^H 


Madame dc Mauprat ! ^^M 
Pardon, your Eminence— even now I seek ^^^| 
This lady's home-commanded by the King ^^H 


To pray her 


presence. ^^H 


JULIE (clinging to Richelieu). ^^H 
ThinV of my dead father !— ^^M 
Think, how, an infant, clinging to your knees, ^^^H 
And looking to your eyes, the wrinkled care ^^^H 
Fled from your hrow before the smile of childhood, ^^^ 
Fresh from the dews of heaven ! Think of this, 310 
And take me to your breast. 




RICHELIEV. ^_ 


To those who sent you ! — ^^^^| 
And say you found the virtue they would slay ^^^H 
Here — couch'd upon this heart, as at an altar, ^^^H 
And sheller'd by the wings of sacred Rome ! ^^H 
Begone ^^ 




FIRST COURTIER. ^^H 


My Lord, I am your friend and servant — ^^H 
Misjudge me not; hut never yet was Louis ^^H 
So roused against you : — shall I take this answer? — i^^^| 
It were to he your ^^^| 


^ 


Omilleil in [tpic&eutalioo fruni liuu i^i to 3U2. ^^^^| 
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RICHELIEU. 

All time my foe, 
If L a Priest^ could cast this holy Sorrow 
Forth from her last asylum ! 

FIRST COURTIER. 

He is lost ! 320 

(Exit First Courtier.) 

RICHELIEU. 

God help thee, child ! — she hears not ! Look upon her ! 
The storm, that rends the oak, uproots the flower. 
Her father loved me so ! and in tnat age 
When friends are brothers ! She has been to me 
Soother, nurse, plaything, daughter. Are these tears ?* 
Oh ! shame, shame !— -dotage ! 

JOSEPH. 

Tears are not for eyes 
That rather need the lightning, which can pierce 
Through barred gates and triple walls, to smite 
Crime, where it cowers in secret ! — The Despatch ! 
Set every spy to work ; — the morrow's sun 330 

Must see that written treason in your hands. 
Or rise upon your ruin. 

RICHELIKU. 

Ay — and close 
Upon my corpse ! — I am not made to live — 
Friends, glory, France, all reft from me ; — my star 
Like some vain holiday mimicry of fire, 
Piercing imperial heaven, and falling down 
Rayless and blacken*d, to the dust — a thing 
For all men's feet to trample ! Yea ! — to-morrow 
Triumph or death ! Look up, child ! — Lead us, Joseph. 

As they are going out, enter Baradas and De Beringhen. 

BARADAS. 

My Lord, the King cannot believe your Eminence 340 

So far forgets your duty, and his greatness, 

* Like Cromwell and Riensi, Richelieu appears to have been easily moved to 
tears. The Queen Mother, who put the hardest interpretation on that humane 
weakness, which is natural with very excitable tem^ieraments, said that **l\ 
pleiirait quand il voulait." I noay add, to those who may be inclined to imagine 
that Richelieu appears in partx of this scene too dtjecteu for consistency with so 
imperious a character, that it is recorded of him that *' quand ses affaires ne 
reuississoient pas, il se trouvoit abattu et epouvant4, et quand il obtenoit ce qu'il 
souhaitoit, il etoit fi4r et insultant.*' 



As to resist his mandate ! Pray you. Madam, 
Obey the Kiiig^no cause for fear ! 



My father ! 



She shall not stir ! 



RICHELIEU, 



An orphai 



Vou are not of her kindred — 



And her country is her naother ! 



The country is the King ! 

RICUELIBII. 

Ay, is it so;— 
Then wakes the power which in the age of iron 
Burst forth to curb the great, and raise the low. 
Mark, where she stands ! — around her form I draw 
The awful circle of our solemn church ! 
Set but a foot within that holy ground. 
And on thy head — yea, though it wore a crown — ■ 
I launch the curse of Rome ! 



I dare not brave you ! 
1 do but speak the orders of my King. 
The church, your rank, power, very word, my Lord, 
Suffice you for resistance : — blame yourself. 
If it should cost you power ! 

RICHELIEU. 

That my stake. — Ah ! 
Dark gamester ! what h thine ? Look to it well ! — 
Lose not a trick. — By this same hour to-morrow 
Thou shalt have France, or I thy head ! 

BARADAS (_aside to De Beringhen). 
He cannot 
Have the despatch ? 



Were lost already. 



I, your stake 
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JOSEPH {aside). 

P^ence is y^r game : 
Reflect you have not the Despatch ! 

RICHELIEU. 

O! monk! 
Leave patience to the saints — for / am human ! 
Did not thy father die for France, poor orphan ? 
And now tney say thou hast no father ! — Fie ! 
Art thou not pure and good ? — if so, thou art 
A part of that — ^the Beautiful, the Sacred — 
Which in all climes, men that have hearts adore. 
By the great title of their mother country I 370 

BAR AD AS (aside). 
He wanders ! 

RICHELIEU. 

So cling close unto my breast, 
Here where thou droop'st — lies France ! I am very feeble— 
Of little use it seems to either now. 
Well, weU — we will go home. 

BARADAS. 

In sooth, my Lord, 
You do need rest — ^the burthens of the state 
Overtask your health ! 

RICHELIEU (to Joseph). 
Fm patient, see ! 

BARADAS (aside). 

His mind 
And life are breaking fast ! 

RICHELIEU (overhearing him). 

Irreverent ribbald ! 
If so, beware the falling ruins! Hark ! 
I tell thee, scorner of these whitening hairs, 
When this snow melteth there shall come a flood ! 380 

Avaunt! my name is Richelieu — I defy thee! 
Walk blindfold on ; behind thee stalks the headsman. 
Ha ! ha ! — ^how pale he is ! Heaven save my country ! 

[Falls back in Joseph's arms. 

(Baradas exit, follow ed by De Beringhen, betraying his 

exultation by his gestures,) 

END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

The Bast'de — a corridor — in the back-ground the door of one 

of the condemned cells. 

Enter Joseph and Gaoler. 

GAOLER. 

Stay, father, I will call the governor. [Exit Gaoler. 

JOSEPH. 

He has it, then — this Huguet ; — so we learn 

From Franqois; — Humph ! Now if I can but gain 

One moment's access, all is ours ! The Cardinal 

Trembles 'tween life and death. His life is power : — 

Smite one — slay both ! No iEsculapian drugs. 

By learned quacks baptised with Latin jargon. 

E'er bore the healing which that scrap of parchment 

Will medicine to Ambition's flagging heart. 

France shall be saved — and Joseph be a bishop ! 10 

Enter Governor and Joseph. 

GOVERNOR. 

Father, you wish to see the prisoners Huguet 
And the young knight De Mauprat ? 

JOSEPH. 

So my office. 
And the Lord Cardinal's order warrant, son ! 

GOVERNOR. 

Father, it cannot be : Count Baradas 

Has summon'd to the Louvre Sieur De Mauprat. 

JOSEPH. 

Well, well ! But Huguet— 

GOVERNOR. 

Dies at noon. 
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J08BFH. 

At noou ! 
No moment to delay the pious rites 
Which fit the soul for death— quick, quick — admit me ! 

GOVBRNOR. 

You cannot enter, monk ! Such are my orders ! 

JOSEPH. 

Orders ! vain main ! — the Cardinal still is minister. 20 

His orders crush all others ! 

ooTBRNOR {lifting his hat). 

Save his king's ! 
See, monk, the royal sign and seal affix'd 
To the count's mandate. None may have access 
To either prisoner, Huguet or De Mauprat, 
Not even a priest, without the special passport 
Of Count de Baradas. I'll hear no more f 

JOSEPH. 

Just Heaven ! and are we baffled thus ! — I>espair ! ! 
Think on the Cardinal's power — beware his anger. 

GOVERNOR. 

I'll not be menaced. Priest ! Besides, the Cardinal 

Is dying and disgraced — all Paris knows it. 30 

You hear the prisoner's knell. [Bell tolls. 

JOSEPH. 

I do beseech you — 
The Cardinal is not dying^But one moment 
And — hist ! — five thousand pistoles ! — 

GOVERNOR. 

How ! a bribe 
And to a soldier, grey with years of honour ! 
Begone ! — 

JOSEPH. 

Ten thousand — twenty ! — 

GOVERNOR. 

Gaoler — put 
This monk without our walls. 



RICHELIEU ; 



By those grey hairs. 
Yea, by this badge (touching the cross of St. Louis worn by 
the Governor) — 

the guerdon of your valour — 
By all your toils— hard days and sleepless nights — ■ 
Borne in your country's service, noble son — 
Let me but see the prisoner ! — 



JOSEPH. 

He hath 
Secrets of state — papers in which 

GOVERNOR (interrupCing). 

I know- 
Such was his message to Count Baradas, 
Doubtless the Count will see to it — 



Then not a hope ! — You shall — 

QOVERNtlR. 

Betray my trust ! 
• Never — not one word more — you lieard me, gaoler ! 



What can be done ? — distraction 1 — Kichelieu yet 

Must — what? — I know not — thought, nerve, strength, forsal 

me. 
Dare you refuse the Church her holiest rights ? 

QOVERNOB. 

I refuse nothing — I obey my orders — 

JOSEPH. 

And sell your country to her parricides ! 
Oh, tremble yet ! — Richelieu 

GOVERNOR. 

Begone ! 
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GOVERNOR. 

A most audacious shaveling — interdicted 
Above aU others by the Count — 

GAOLER. 

I hope. Sir, 
I shall not lose my perquisites. The Sieur 
De Mauprat will not be reprieved ? 

GOVERNOR. 

Oh, fear not : 
The Count's commands by him who came for Mauprat 
Are to prepare headsman and axe by noon ; 
The Count will give you perquisites enough ; 
Two deaths in one day ! 

GAOLER. 

Sir, may Heaven reward him ! 60 
Oh, by the way, that troublesome young fellow. 
Who calls himself the prisoner Huguet*s son. 
Is here again — implores, weeps, raves, to see him. 

GOVERNOR. 

Poor youth, I pity him ! 

Enter De Beringhen^ followed by Francois, 

DE BERiNGiiEN {to Frangois). 

Now, prithee, friend. 
Let go my cloak ; you really discompose me. 

FRANCOIS. 

No, they will drive me hence : my father ! Oh ! 
Let me but see him once — but once — one moment ! 

DE BERiNGHEN (Jto Govemor), 

Your servant, Messire, — this poor rascal, Huguet, 

Has sent to see the Count de Baradas 

Upon state secrets, that afflict his conscience. 70 

The Count can't leave his Majesty an instant : 

I am his proxy. 

GOVERNOR. 

The Count's word is law ! 
Again, young scapegrace ! How com'st thou admitted ? 

DE BERINGHEN. 

Oh ! a most filial fellow : Huguet's son ! 



94 
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I found him whimpeung in the court below. 
I pray his leave to say good bye to father. 
Before that very long unpleasant journey 
Father's about to take. Let him wait here 
Till I return. 

FRANCOIS. 

No; take me with you. 

DE BEKINGHEN. 

Nay; 

After me, friend — the Public first ! 

GOVERNOR. 

The Count's 
Commands are strict. No one must visit Huguet 
Without liis passport. 

DB BERINOHEN. 

Here it is ! Pshaw ! nonsense ! 
I'll be your surety. See, my Cerberus, 

He is no Hercules ! 

GOVERNOR. 

Well, you're responsible. 
Stand (here, friend. If, when you come out, my Lord, 
The youth slip in, 'tis yotir fault. 

DE BERINGHEX. 

So it is ! 
[Exit through the door of the cell, followed bij the Gaoter. 

GnVEBNOH. 

Be calm, my lad. Don't fret so. I had once 
A father too ! I'll not be hard upon you. 
And so stand close. I must not see you enter : 
You understand. Between this innocent youlJi 
And that intriguing monk there is, in truth, 
A wide distinction. 

Re-enter gaoler. 
Come, we'll go our rounds ; 
I'll give you just one quarter of an hour ; 
Anilif my Lord leave first, make my excuse. 
Yet stay, the gallery's long and dark ; no sentry 
Until he reach the grate below. He'd best 
Wait (ill I come. If he should lose the way, 
We may not be in call. 
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FRANCOIS. 

rU tell him. Sir,— 

[Exeunt Oovemor and Gaoler. 
He's a wise son that knoweth his own father. 
I've forged a precious one ! So far, so well ! 100 

Alas, what then ? this wretch has sent to Baradas — 
Will sell the scroll to ransom life. Oh, Heaven ! 
On what a thread hangs hope ! 

[Listens at the door. 
Loud words — a cry ! 
[Looks through the key- hole. 
They struggle ! Ho ! — the packet ! ! ! 

[Tries to open the door. 
Lost ! He has it — 
Tile courtier has it — Huguet, spite his chains. 
Grapples ! — ^well done ! Now — now ! 

[Draws back. 
The gallery's long ! 
And this is left us ! 

[Drawing his dagger ^ and standing behind the door. 

Re-enter De Beringhen, with the packet. 
Victory ! 

Yield it, robber — 
Yield it — or die — 

[A short struggle, 

DE BERINGHEN. 

Off! ho!— there! — 

FRANCOIS (grappling with him). 

Death or honour ! — 

[Exeunt struggling. 



SCENE n. 



The King*s closet at the Louvre, A suite of rooms in 

perspective at one side. 

Baradas — Orleans. 

BARADAS. 

All smiles ! the Cardinal's swoon of yesterday 

Heralds his death to-day ; — could he survive, 1 10 



96 RICHELIEU ; [a 

It would not be as rainisTer — so groat 

The king's resentment at the priest's defiance ! 

All smiles ! — and yel, should this accwrs'd De Mauprat 

Have given our packet to another — 'Sdealh ! 

I dare not think of it ! 



You've sent to search him ? 

B VRARAS. 

Sent, Sir, to search ? — that hireling hands may find 

Upon him, naked, with its broken seal, 

That scroll, whose every word is draih ! No — no — 

These hands alone must chitch that awful secret. 

I dare not leave the [lalace, night or day, 120 | 

WhUe Richelieu lives — his minions — creatures — spies — 

Not one must reach the king ! 

ORLEANS. 

What hast thou done ? 



Summon'd De Mauprat hither ? 



Could this Huguet, 
Who pray'd thy presence with so fierce a fervour. 
Have thieved the scroll? 



Huguet was housed with us. 
The very moment we disniiss'd the courier. 
It cannot be ! a stale trick for reprieve. 
But, to make sure, I've sent our trustiest friend 
To see and sift him. — Hist ! here comes the King — 
How fare you. Sire 7 

Enter Louis. 



In the same mind I have 130 

Decided ! yes, he would forbid your presence. 
My brother, — your's, ray fiiend, — then Julie, too ; 
Thwarts — braves — defies — (^suddenly turning to Baradat) Wq J 

make you minister. 
Gaston, for you — the baton of our armies. 
You love me, do you not ? 
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ORLEANS. 

Oh, love you. Sire ? 
{(iside.) — Never so much as now. 

BARADAS. 

May I deserve 
Your trust (cuide) — ^until you sign your abdication ! 
My liege, but one way left; to daunt De Mauprat, 
And Jmie to divorce. — ^We must prepare 
The death-writ ; what, tho* sign'd and seaPd ? we can 140 
Withhold the enforcement 

LOUIS. 

Ah, you may prepare it ; 
We need not urge it to effect. 

BARADAS. 

Exactly ! 
No haste, my liege (looking at his watch, and aside). He 
may live one hour longer. 

(Enter Courtier). 

COURTIER. 

The Lady Julie, Sire, implores an audience. 

LOUIS. ^ 

Aha ! repentant of her folly ! — Well, 
Admit her. 

BARADAS. 

Sire, she comes for Mauprat's pardon. 
And the conditions 

LOUIS. 

You are minister. 
We leave to you our answer. 

(As Julie enters, — the Captain of the Archers, by another 

door 9 — and whispers Baradas). 

CAPTAIN. 

The Chevalier 
De Mauprat waits below. 

BARADAS (aside). 
Now the despatch ! [Eocit with Officer. 

H 



Mr liege, ■■ 
Should cos 



^ 3, you sent for me. I come where Grief 
d come when guiltlesa, while the name of King 
la holy on the earth ! — Here, at the feet 
Of Power, I kneel for mercy. 



Mercy, Julie, 
Is an affair of state. The Cardinal should 
In tbia be your interpreter. 

JULtE. 

Alas! 
I know not if that mighty spirit now 
Stoop to the things of earth. Nay, while I speak. 
Perchance he hears the orphan by the throne 
Where Kings themselves need pardon ; O my liege. 
Be father to the fatherless ; in you 
Dwells my last hope ! 

Enter Bar ados. 

BARA.DAS (a**de). 

He has not the despatch ; 
Smiled, while we_search'd, and braves me. — Oh ! 

LOUIS (ge7tlly). 

What would'st thou? 



A single life. — You reign o'er millions. — What 
Is one man's life to you ? — and yet to me 
'Tis France — 'tis earth — 'lis everything ! — a life— 
A human life — my husband's. 



I am not marble,— give lier li 



uis (^aside). 
Speak to her. 



Madam, 
Vex not your King, whose heart, too soft for justice. 
Leaves to his ministers that solemn charge. 

[Louis Koiks vp the stage.'\ 
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SVtlR. 

You u-ere hia friend. 



I > 



BARAOAS. 

J- before I loved ihee. 



Hush, Julie ; could'st thou misinterpret 
My acts, thoughts, motives, nay, my very words, 
Here — in this palace ? 

JULIE. 

Now I know I'm maa, 
Even that memory fail'd me. 



I am young. 
Well-born and brave as Mauprat : — for thy sake 
I peril what he has not — fortune — power ; 
All to great souls most dazzling. I alone 
Can save ihee from yon tyrant, now my puppet ! 
Be mine ; annul the mockery of this marriage. 
And on the day I clasp thee to my breast 180 

De Mauprat shall be free. 

JULIE. 

Thou durst not speak 
Thus in his ear (pointing to Louis). Thou double traitor ! — 

tremble. 
I will unmask thee. 

BARADAS. 

I will say thou ravest. 
And see this scroll ! its letters shall be blood ! 
Go to the King, count with me word for word ; 
And while you pray the life — I write the sentence ! 



! King). You have a kind j 



Stay, stay (rushing to i 
princely heart, 
Tho' sometimes it is silent: vou were born 
To power — it has not flush'd you into madness. 
As it doth meaner men. Banish my husband- 
Dissolve our marriage — cast me to that grave 
Of human ties, where hearts congeal to ice. 
In the dark convent's everlasting winter — 
f Surely eno' for justice — h^te — revenge) — 



But spare this life, thus lonely, scathed, and bloomless ; 
And when thou stand's! for judgment on thine own. 
The deed shall shine beside thee as an angel. 



LOUIS (mvch affected), 
i, to Baradas : annul thy marriage. 



JULIE (anxiously, » 
Be his bride ! 



A form, a mere decorum. 
Thou kiiow'st I love thee. 




id watching his cornitenan. 



O thou sea of shame, 200 

And not one star. 

{The King goes up the stage, anil passes through the suite of 
rooms at the side in evident emotion.') 

BARADAS. 

Well, thy election, Julie ; 
This hand — his grave! 



Can save him. — 
Swear to be mine, 

JULIE. 

That were a bitterer death ! 
Avaunt, thou tempter ! I did ask hi.s life 
A boon, and not the barter of dishonour. 
The heart can break, and scorn you: wreak your malice ; 
Adrien and I will leave you tliis sad earth. 
And pass together hand in hand to Heaven ! 



You have decided. 
[ Withdraws to the side scene /or a moment, and retvrns.y I 
Listen to me. Lady ; 



I am no base intriguer. I adored thee 
From the first glance of those inspiring eyes ; 
With thee entwmed ambition, hope, the future. 
/ will not lose thee ! ! can place thee nearest— 



2ia 
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Ay, to the throne — nay, on the throne, perchance ; 
My star is at its zenitlL Liook upon me ; 
Hast thou decided ? 

JULIE. 

No, no ; you can see 
How weak I am : be human. Sir — one moment. 

BARADA8 {^tampv/ig his foot^ De Mauprat appears at the 

side of the stage, guarded). 

Behold thy husband ! — Shall he pass to death. 
And know thou could*st have saved him ? 

JULIE. 

Adrien, speak ! 
But say you wish to live I — if not your wife, 220 

Your slave, — do with me as you will ? 

DE MAUPRAT. 

Once more! — 
Why this is mercy. Count ! Oh, think, my Julie, 
Life, at the best, is short, — but love immortal ! 

BARADAS (taking Jvlie^s hand). 
Ah, loveliest — 

JULIE. 

Go, that touch has made me iron. 
We have decided — death ! 

BARADAS {to Dc Mauprat). 

Now, say to whom 
Thou gavest the packet, and thou yet shall live. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

rU tell thee nothing ! 

BARADAS. 

Hark, — the rack ! 

DE MAUPRAT. 

- Thy penance 
For ever, wretch ! — What rack is like the conscience? 

JULIE. 

I shall be with thee soon. 

BARADAS (giving the writ to the Officer), 

Hence, to the headsman. 



102 RICHELIEU ; [act v. 

The doors are thrown open.. The Hiiissier announces " His 

Eminence the Cardinal Duke de Richelieu." 

Enter Richelieu, attended by Gentlemen, Pages, ^c, pale, 

feeble, and leaning on Joseph, followed by three Secretaries 

of State, attended by Sub-secretaries with papers, S^c 

JULIE (rushing to Richelieu). 

You live — you live — and Adrien shall not die ! 230 



Not if an old man's prayers, himself near death. 
Can au^ht avail thee, daughter ! Count, you now 
Hold what I held on earth : — one boon, nay Lord, 
This soldier's life. 

BARADAS. 

The stake, — ^my iiead ! — you said it. 
1 cannot lose one trick. — Remove your prisoner. 

JULIE. 

No !— No !— 

Enter Louis Jrom the rooms beyond. 
RICHELIEU (lo Officer). 

Stay, Sir, one moment. My good liege. 
Your worn-out servant, willing, Sire, to spare you 
Some pain of conscience, would forestall your wishes. 
I do resign my office. 

DE MAUPRAT. 

You ! 

JUUE. 

All's over ! 

RICHELIEU. 

My end draws near. These sad ones. Sire, I love them, 240 
I do not ask his life ; but suSer justice 
To halt, until I can dismiss his soul. 
Charged with an old man's blessing. 

Surely ! 

BABADAS. 

Sire 

LOUIS. 

Silence — small favour to a dying servant. 
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RICHELIEU. 

You would consign your armies to the baton 

Of your most honour*d brother. Sire, so be it ! 

Your minister, the Count dc Baradas ; 

A most sagacious choice ! — Your Secretaries 

Of State attend me^ Sire, to render up 

The ledgers of a realm. — I do beseech you, 250 

Suffer these noble gentlemen to learn 

The nature of the glorious task that waits them. 

Here, in my presence. 

LOUIS. 

You say well, my Lord. 
(To Secretaries, as he seats himself,) 
Approach, Sirs. 

RICHELIEU. 

I — I — faint ! — air — air— 

(Joseph and a gentleman assist him to a sofa, placed beneath 

a window,) 

I thank you — 
Draw near, my children. 

BARADAS. 

He's too weak to question. 
Nay, scarce to speak ; all's safe. 



SCENE HI. 



Manent Richelieu, Mauprat, and Julie, the last kneeling be- 
side the Cardinal ; the Officer of the Guard behind Mau" 
prat. Joseph near Richelieu, watching the King. Louis. 
Baradas at the back of the King^s chair, anxious and 
disturbed. Orleans at a greater distance, careless and 
triumphant. The Secretaries. As each Secretary advances 
in his turn, he takes the portfolios from the Sub-secretaries, 

FIRST SECRETARY. 

The affairs of Portugal, 
Most urgent. Sire ; — One short month since the Duke 
Braganza was a rebel. 



RICHELIEU; 



LOUIS. 

is still ! 



FIRST SECRETARY, 

No, Sire, he has succeeded ! He is now 
Crown'd King of Portugal — craves instant succour 



Against the arms of Sf 
Against his lawful king. 



We will not grant it 

Eh, Count ? 



FIRST SECRETARY. 

But Spain's your deadliest foe : whatever 
Can weaken Spain must strengthen France. The Cardinal 
H^ould tend the succours; — (iofciBji/y)^ balance. Sire, 
Europe ! 

LOUiS, 

The Cardinal ! — balance ! — We'll consider. — Eh, Count ? 



Yes, Sire ;—faU back. 



BARADAS. 



■ SECRETARY. 



BAKADAS. 

Oh ! fall ba( 



Humph 

SECOND SECRETARY. 

The affairs of England, Sire, most urgent : Charles 

The First has lost a battle that decides 

One half his reakn, — craves moneys. Sire, and succour. 



He shall have both. 



^OL thai despatch !- 



LOUIS. 

-Eh, Baradas ? 

UARADAS. 

Yes, f 
-my veins are fire IJ 
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RICHBLIBU (feebly, but with great distinctness,) 

My liege— 
Forgive me — Charles's cause is lost ! A man. 
Named Cromwell, risen — a great man ! — -your succour 
Would fail — ^your loans be squander'd ! — P^use — reflect* 

LOUIS. 

Reflect.— Eh, Baradas ? 

BAKADAS. 

Reflect, Sire. 

JOSBPH. 

Humph ! 

LOUIS (aside), 

I half repent ! — No successor to Richelieu ! — 
Round me thrones totter ! — dynasties dissolve4 — 
The soil he guards alone escapes the earthquake ! 

JOSEPH. 

Our star not yet eclipsed ! — you mark the King ? 280 

Oh ! had we the despatch ! 

RICHELIEU, 

Ah! Joseph !— Child- 
Would I could help thee ! 

Enter Gentleman, whispers Joseph, who exit hastily, 

BARADAS {to Secretary), 
Sir, fall back. 

SECOND SECRETARY. 

But 



BARADAS. 

Pshaw, Sir ! 



THIRD SECRETARY (mystertously). 

The secret correspondence, Sire, most urgent, — 
Accounts of spies — deserters — heretics — . 
Assassins^poisoners — schemes against' yourself !• 



LOUIS. 

Myself! — most urgent ! — (looking on the documents.) 

* See in ** Cinq Mars,** vol. v., the striking and pliant chapter from which 
the interlude of the Secretaries is borrowed* * 



• * 



[act V 



He-fftiler Joseph loith Francois, whose pourpoint is streaked 
with blood. Francois passes behind the Cardinars attend- 
ants, and, sheltered hy them from the sight ofBaradas, Jj-c, 
falls at Richelieu's feet. 



FRANCOIS. 

O ! my Lord ! 



I 



Thou art bleeding 
A scratch — I have not fail'd! (gives the. packet.) 

RICHELIEU. 

Hush ! — (looking at the contents.') 

THIRD SBCRETARE (tO King). 

Sire, the Spaniards ■ -^^ 
Have reinforced their army on the frontierB. ^H 

The Due de Bouillon ^| 

RICHELIEU. 

Hold ! — In this department — 
A paper — here. Sire, — read yourself — then take 290 

The Count's advice in't. 

Enter De Beringhen hastily, and draws aside Baradas. 
(Richelieu, to Secretary, giving an r^en parchment^ 
BARADAS (bursting Jrom De Beringhen). 
What ! and reft it from thee 



-hold ! 



JOSEPH. 

Fall back, son, — it is your turn now ! 



Death ! — the Despatch ! 



I 



LOUIS (reading) 
ToBoi 



■and sign'd Orleans 1— 



Baradas, too ! — league with our foes of Spain ! — 
Lead our Italian armies — what ! to Paris ! — 
Capture tht' King — fBy health require repose— 
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Make me subscribe my proper abdication — 
Orleans, my brother. Regent !— Saints of Heaveu ! 
These are the men I loved ! 

{Bar a lias draws, — attempts to rush out, — is arrested. 
Orleans, endeavouring to escape more quickly, meets 
Josephs eye, and stops short. ) 

_ (Richelieu falls back.) 



^^r See to the Cardinal ! 

BARADAS. 

He's dying ! — and I yet shall dupe the King ! 
LOUIS (raihing to Richelieu). 
Richelieu ! — Lord Cardinal ! — 'tis / resign ! — 
Reign thou ! 

I JOSEPH. 

Alas ! too late '. — he faints ! 



Reign, Richelieu I 
RICHELIEU {feebly). 
1th absolute power? 

LOUIS. 

Most absolute ! — Oh ! live ! — 
If not for me — for France ! 



richelieu. 
France ! 

LOUIS. 

Oh ! this treason ! — 
The army — Orleans — Bouillon — Heavens 1 — the Spaniard 1— 
Where wdl they be next week ? 

RICHELIEU {starting up). 

There, — at my feet ! 
{To First and Second Secretary-) 
Ere the clock strike ! — The Envoys have their a 
{To Third Secretary, with a ring.) 
This to De Chavigny — he knows the rest — 
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No need of parchment here — he must not halt 

For sleep — for food. — In my name, — mine ! — he will 310 

Arrest the Due de BoiiiUon at the head 

Of his army ! — Ho ! there. Count de Baradas 

Thou hast lost the stake ! — Away with him !* 

{As the Guards open the folding -doors, a view of the ante-room 

beyond, lined with Courtiers. Baradas passes through 

the line.) 

Ha!— ha!— 
(Snatching De Mauprafs death-warrant Jrom the officer.) 
See here De Mauprafs death-writ, Julie ! — 
Parchment for battledores ! — Embrace yonr husband !- 
At last the old man blesses you ! 



Ojoy! 
You are saved; you live — I hold you in these arms. 

MAUPRAT, 

Never to part — 

JULIE. 

No — never, Adrien — never! 

LOUIS {peevishly). 
One moment makes a startling cure. Lord Cardinal ; f 320 



RICHELIEU. 



Ay, Sire, for in one moment there did pass 

Into this wither'd frame the might of France ! — 

My own dear France — I have thee yet — I have saved tbee!] 

I clasp thee still ! — it was thy voice that call'd me 

Back from the tomb 1 — ^What mistress like our country ? 



i 



* The panioD of the draniB requires this eataitrophe for Bkiadae. He, lioi!' 
em, suivived his iliagracei — thoui^h Hripped of all hit lapiilly-acquiTGil fortuDM 
— and the dariog that belungtd to hia ctiBractec »□□ bim distinction la foretgu 
■emce. He cetuiaed to France after Richslieu'i death, hul ne? gi regaiaed the 
same court iaflucoee. Be had talcea the lows of a knight or Malta, and Louig 
made him a Prior ! 

f The sudden reBuscitatiao of Richelieu (uot to strain loo much on the nal 
paaaion which supports him in this aceof) Ih in confurniance with the more dia- 
simulaling part oi' his character. The extraordiiiuiy mobility of his countenance 
(latterly so deathlike, save when the mind bpuke in the I'ealiirei) alnaya lent 
ilielf to stage effect of this nature, The queen mother said o! him, that she 
had seeu him one moment so feeble, cast down, and " semi-mori." that he 
teemed on the point of giving u^ the Ehust — and the next moment he would 
• (tart up full of animation, rnergy, and lilr. 
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LOUIS. 

For Mauprat's pardon — well ! But Julie, — Richelieu, 
Leare me one thing to love ! — 

RICHKLIKU. 

A subject's luxury ! 
Yet, if you must love something, Sire, — love me ! 

LOUIS {smiling in spite of himself). 
Fair proxy for a young fresh Demoiselle ! 

RICHELIEU. 

Your heart speaks for my clients : — Kneel, my children, 330 
And thank your King — 

. JULIE. 

Ah, tears like these, my liege. 
Are dews that mount to Heaven. 

LOUIS. 

Rise — rise — be happy. 

(Richelieu beckons to De Beringhen.) 

DE BERINGHEN {falteringly). 
My Lord — you are — most — happily — recover'd. 

RICHELIEU. 

But you are pale, dear Beringhen : — this air 

Suits not your delicate frame — I long have thought so : — 

Sleep not another night in Paris : — Cjo, — 

Or else your precious life may be in danger. 

Leave France, dear Beringhen ! 

DB BERINGHEN. 

I shall have time. 
More than I ask*d for, — to discuss the p&te. 

[Exit De Beringhen, 

RICHELIEU (Jto Orleans). 
For you, repentance— absence — and confession! 340 

(To Francois.) 
Never sdiy /ail again.— Brave Boy ! 

(To Joseph.) 

He'll be— 
A Bishop first. 



RICHELIEU. 

Ah, Joseph ! 

{7*0 Louis — as De Mavpral and Julie converse aparia 
See, my liege — see thro' plots and counterplots — 
Thro' gain and loss — thro' glory and disgrace — 
Along the plains, where passionate Discord rears 
Eternal Babel — still the holy stream 
Of human happiness glides on ! 

LOUIS. 

Aud must we 
Thank for tkat also — our prime Minister ? 

RICHELIEU. 

No — let us own it : — there is One above 
Sways the harmonious mystery of the world 
Ev'n better than prime ministers; — 

Alas ! 
Our glories float between the earth and heaven 
Like clouds which seem pavilions of the sun. 
And are the playthings of the casual wind; 
Still, like the cloud which drops on unseen crags 
The dews the wild flower feeds on, our ambition 
May from its airy height drop gladness down 
On unsuspected virtue ; — and the flower 
May bless the cloud when it hath pass'd away !• 



THIS END OF RICHELIEU. 



ODES. 



ADVERTISEMENT TO THE ODES. 



The connexion between the L3Tic and Dramatic forms 
of poetical composition is sufficiently ancient and established 
to warrant me, I trust, in subjoining to an Historical Play 
three attempts, equally elaborate, in the less cultivated art 
of the Historical Ode. Written at least, with the advantage 
of mature experience, I venture to express a hope that these 
Odes may, in some degree, redeem the faults of poems put 
forth, a few years since, in the rashness of early youth : — 
If I require an additional apology for associating them 
with the Drama of " Richelieu," let me frankly acknowledge 
that I am not uninfluenced by the belief, that, should their 
more obtrusive companion meet with any success, they are 
likely to obtain a larger circle of readers, and therefore a 
fairer judgment, than, in the present indisposition to poetry, 
an author whose reputation, such as it may be, lies in other 
departments of literature, could reasonably expect for a 
volume exclusively devoted to lyrical compositions: and, 
on the other hand, if impartial judges should pass an un- 
favourable verdict on their pretensions, I have, at least, put 
them forward in a more unassusiing shape than that of a 
separate publication. 

Londoriy March 5, 1839. 



ODE I. 



THE 



LAST DAYS OF QUEEN ELIZABETH. 



" Her delight is to sit in the dark, and sometimei^ with ihedding tears, to 
bewail Essex." — Qmiemporanewtt Correspondence, 

" She refused all consolation ; few words she uttered^ and they were all ex- 
pressive of some hidden grief which she cared not to reveal. But sighs and 
g^ans were the chief vi'ut which she gave to her despondency, and which tho* 
they discovered her sunows were never able to ease or assuage them. Ten 
days and nights she lay upon the carpet leaning on cushions which her maids 
brought her, &c.*' — Hume. 

I. 

Rise from thy bloody grave 

Thou soft Medusa of the Fated Line * 
Whose evil beauty look'd to death the Brave ; — 

Discrowned Queen, ai*ound whose passionate shame 
Terror and Grief the palest flowers entwine. 

That ever veil'd the ruins of a Name 

With the sweet parasites of song divine ! — 
Arise^ sad Ghost, arise. 

And, if Revenge outlive the Tomb, 
Thou art avenged — Behold the Doomer brought to Doom ! 

* Mary Stuart — ^<',The soft Medusa" is an expression strikingly applied to 
her in her own day. 

1 2 



Lo, where thy mighty Murderess lies 
The sleepless couch — the sunless room. 
And, queli'd the eagle eye and lion mien, 
The woe-worn shadow of the Titan Queen! 



II. 

There, sorrow-stricken, to the ground. 

Alike by night and day, 
The heart's-blood from the inward wound 

Ebbs silently away. 
And oft she turns from face to face 

A sharp and eager gaze. 
As if the Memory sought to trace 
The sign of some lost dwelling-place 

Belov'd in happier Days ; — 
Ah, what the clue supplies 

In the cold vigil of a hireling's eyes ? 
Ail, sad in childless age to weep alone. 

And start and gaze, to find no sorrow save our owi 
O Soui, thou speedest to thy rest away, 

But not upon the pinions of the Dove ; 
When Death draws nigh, how miserable they 

Who have outlived all Love! 

As on the solemn verge of Night 

Lingers a weary Moon, 
She wanes, the last of every glorious light 

That bath'd with splendour her majestic noon :- 
The stately stars that clustering o'er the isle 

Lull'd into glittering rest the subject sea; — 
Gone the great Masters of Italian wile 
False to the world beside, but true to thee! — 
Burleigh, the subtlest builder of tliv fiioip, — 
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The gliding crafl of winding Walsinghame ;- 
They who exalted yet before thee bowed ; — 
And that more dazzling chivalry — the Band 
That made thy Court a Faery Land, 
In which thou wert enshrined to reign alone — 
The Gloriana of the Diamond Throne ; — 
All gone^ — and left thee sad amidst the cloud ! 

III. 

To their great Sires^ to whom thy youth was known^ 

Who from thy smile, as laurels from the Sun, 
Drank the inmiortal greenness of renown. 
Succeeds the cold lip-homage scantly won 
From the new race whose hearts already bear 
The Wise-man's offerings to the' unworthy Heir. 
There, specious Bacon's ^ unimpassion'd brow. 
And crook-back Cecil's ever earthward eyes 
Watching the glass in which the sands run low ; — 

But deem not fondly there 
To weep the fate or pour the' averting prayer 
Have come those solemn spies ! 
Lo, at the Regal Gate 
The impatient Couriers wait ; 

To speed from hour to hour the nice account 
That registers the grudg'd unpitied sighs 
Which yet must joy delay, before 
The Stuart's tottering step shall mount 
The last great Tudor's throne, red with his Mother's gore ! 

* See the servile and heart-sickening correspondence maintained by Francis 
Bacon and Robert Cecil (the sons of Elisabeth's most faithful friends) with 
the Scottish Court, during the Queen's last illness. 



IV. 

O piteous mockery of all pojnp thou art, 
Poor Child of Clay, worn out with toil and yoare ! 
As, layer by layer, the granite of the heart 
Dissolving, melteth to the weakest tears 
That ever Village Maiden shed above 
The grave that robb'd her quiet world of love. 
Ten days and nights upon that floor 

Those weary limbs have lain ; 
And every hour but added more 

Of heaviness to pain. 
As gazing into disnnal air 
She sees the headless phantom there. 
The victim round whose image twined 
The last wild love of woman-kind ; 
That love which in its dire excess 
Will blast where it can fail to bless. 
And, like the lightning, flash, and fade 
In gloom along the ruina it has made. 
'Tivere sad to see from those stern eyes 
The' unheeded anguish feebly flow ; 
And hear the broken word that dies 

In moanings faint and low ; — 
But sadder still to mark the while. 
The vacant stare — the marble smile, 
And think, that goalof gloi-y won, 

How slight a shade between 
The idiot moping in the sun 
And England's Giant Queen !* 

•■' Itwaa after Ubuuriiigfor neatly Ihrao weeki under amorW^s! 
wlikli brouglH uLi u stuimt not uBinilBd with some indications of a iliiordenHl 
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V. 



Call back the gorgeous Past ! 

Lo, England white-robed for a holyday ! 
While^ choral to the clarion's kingly blast. 
Peals shout on shout along the Virgin's way. 

As thro* the swarming streets rolls on the long array. 
Mary is dead ! — Look from your 6 re- won homes. 
Exulting Martyrs ! — on the mount shall rest 

Truth's ark at last ! the' avenging Lutheran comes 
And clasps the Book ye died for to her breast !* 

With her, the flower of all the Land, 
The high*born gallants ride. 

And, ever nearest of the band. 

With watchful eye and ready hand. 
Young Dudley's form of pride !+ 



fancy, that the Queen expired. — Aikiift IranMiaticm of a Latin Setter 
(author unknown) to Edmund Lambert. 

Robert Carey, who was admitted to an intei?iew with Elizabeth in her last 
illness, after describing the passionate anguish of her sighs, observes, '* that, 
in all his lifetime before, he never knew her &tch a sigh but when the Queen 
of Scots was beheaded.*' Yet this Robert Carey, the well-bom mendicant 
of her bounty, was the 6rst whose eager haste and joyous countenance told 
James that the throne of the Tudors was at last vacant. 

* "When she (Elizabeth) was conducted thro* London amidst the joyful 
acclamations ofht^r subjects, a boy, who personated Truth, was let down from 
one of the triumphal arches, and presented to her a copy of the Bible. She 
received the book with the most gracious deportment, placed it next her 
bosom," &c. — Hume. 

t Robert Dudley, afterwards the Leicester of doubtful fame, attended 
Elizabeth in her passage to the Tower. The streets, as she passed along, 
were spread with the 6nest gravel ; banners and pennons, hangings of silk, 
of velvet, of cloth of gold, were suspended from the balconies, musicians 
and singers were stationed amidst the populace ; as she rode along in her 
purple robes, preceded by her heralds, &c. 



ISO 

Ah. ev'n in that exulting hour. 

Love half allures the soul from Power j — 

And blushes, half suppress' d, betray 

The woman's hope and fear ; 
Like blooms which in the early May 
Bud forth beneath a timorous ray. 

And mark the mellowing year . 
While steals the sweetest of all worship, paid 
Less to the Monarch than the Maid, 
Melodious on the ear ! 

VI. 



Call back the gorgeous Past ! 

The lists are set, the trumpets sound. 

Bright eyes — sweet judges — thron'd arouiui ; 

And stately on the glittering ground 
The Old Chivalric Life ! 
" Forward*." — The signal word is given — 

Beneath the shock the greensward shakes — 
The lusty cheer, the gleaming spear — 

The snow-plume's falling flakes — 
The fiery joy of strife I 
Thus, when, from out a. changeful heaven 
O'er waves in eddying tumult driven 
A stormy smile is cast. 
Alike the gladsome anger takes 
The sunshine and the blast ! — 
Who is the Victor of the Day? 
Thou of the delicate form, and golden haii-. 
And Manhood glorious in its midst of May ; — 



121 

Thou who upon thy shield of argent, bearest * 

The bold device, " The Loftiest is the Fairest l" 
As bending low thy stainless crest, 
• The Vestal throned by the West' 
Accords the old Provencal crown 
Which blends her own with thy renown ; — 
Arcadian Sidney — Nursling of the Muse, 
Flower of Fair Chivalry, whose bloom was fed 

With daintiest Castaly*s most silver dews, 
Alas ! how soon thy amaranth leaves were shed — 
Born, what, the 'Ausonian Minstrel dreanCd, to be * 
Time's knightly Epic pass'd from Earth with thee ! 



VII. 

Call back the gorgeous Past ! 

Where, bright and broadening to the main. 

Rolls on the scornful River, — 
Stout hearts beat high on Tilbury's plain, — 
Our Marathon for ever ! 
No breeze above, but on the mast 
The pennon shook as with the blast. 
Forth from the cloud the day-god strode. 
O'er bristling helms the splendour glow'd, — 
Leapt the loud joy from Earth to Heaven, 
As, thro' the ranks asunder riven. 
The Warrior- Woman rode I 



* What difference between the Tancred of Tasso and the Sidney of Eng- 
land)— except that the last was of bone and flesh ? *' The Life of Sir Philip 
Sidney,'' as Campbell finely expresses it, *' was Poetry put in action.'* With 
him died the Provengal and the Norman — the Ideal of the Middle Ages. 



I Huk, ibnUiag thro* the armed Line 

H Tbe martial acmits ring, 

^^ " Though mine the Woo 

^^^H " Tbe Heart of England's 

^^^^^M Woe to tbe Island and tbe Maid ! 

^^^^^^ Tbe Pope has preacb'd tbe New Crusadcf 

^^^^^H Pi** som hare caught tbe fieir seal ; — 

^^^^H The Monks are merry in Casdle; 

^^^^^H Bold Parma on the Main; 

^^^^^H And thro' the deep exulting sweep 

^^B The Thunder-Steeds t^ Spain.J — 

What meteor rides tbe sulphurous gale ? 

Tbe Flames liai^e caught tbe giant sail ! 

Fierce Drake is grappling prow to prow ; 

God and St. George for Victory now ! 

Death in ibe Battle and tbe Wind — 

Carnage before and Storm behind — 

Wild shrieks are heard above tbe hurtling roar 

By Orkneys' rugged strands, and Erin's ruthless shore. 
Joy to the Island and tbe Maid ! 
Pope Sixlus wept tbe Last Crusade ; 



■ " I know I have 'but Ike body of b veak and feeble woman, lint I hsva 
the heart of a king, and of a king of England too " — E/Uaieih'i haraTtgut 
Hi Tilbury Camp. 

She lude bareheaded thro' the rank*, a |>age beaiing her helmet, 
mounted an b war-horse, clad in ateel, — and wielding a gCDeral' a truncheoa 
in her hand. Nothing in NapoleDn'a speeches eicela the Bunple and 
grand eloquence of hec imperishable addrpsB to hei soldiery. 

f'Seitus Quknius, the present Pope, famous for his capacily and bi« 
tyranny, bad publisiied a cruead« agdoBt England, and bad granted plnnarj- 
indul[[ence» to eiery one I'ngagwl in the pretent invasion." — Hymi. This Pope 
WBi nevertlwlMS Eliubeib's Bdniirer as well as foe, and said, nut very deri- 
cally,"ira toQ could bebonifram us two, he would bo master of the »iwld>"i 

X " Sluedi or thv Huo,''— vaa the poetic Bynoaym fur ihips with the old 1 
Kuoic Iwds. 
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His sons consumed before his zeal, — 
The Monks are woeful in Castile ; — 

Your Monument the Main, 
The glaive and gale Record your tale. 

Ye Thunder-Steeds of Spain ! 

VIII. 

Turn from the gorgeous Past ; — 
Its lonely Ghost thou art ! 
A tree, that, in a world of bloom^ 
Droops, spectral in its leafless gloom. 

Before the griding blast ; — 
But art thou fallen then so low — 
Art thou so desolate ? wan Shadow, No ! 

Crouch'd, suppliant by the Grave's unclosing portal. 
Love which proclaims thee human, bids thee know 
A truth more lofly in thy lowliest hour 
Than shallowest Glory taught to deafened Powep 
"What's human is immortal !'* 
'Tis sympathy which makes sublime ! — 
Never so reverent in thy noon of Time 
As now — when o'er thee hangs the midnight pall — 
No comfort. Pomp ; and Wisdom no protection — 
Hope's 'cloud-capt towers and solemn temples' gone — 
Mid Memory's wrecks, eternal and alone^ — 
Type of the Woman- Deity Affection; 
That only Eve which never knew a fall- 
Sad as the Dove, but, like the Dove, surviving all ! 



ODE II. 
CROMWELL'S DREAM. 



[The coneeptioD of this Ode originated in it popular tradilioii of CromweU'i 
earlier days. It is thus strikingly related by Mr. Forster, in his recent lad 
very valuable Life of Cromwell ; — '■ He had laid liimsalf down, too fatigued 
to hope for sleep, when suddenly the curtains of hia bed were slowly wlth- 
dtann by a gigantic figure, wbicli bore thr aspect of a woman, and which, 
gazing at him silently for a while, told him that he shouM, before his 
death, be the greatest man in England. He remembered when he told 
the story, and the recultection marked the current of his thuughls, liat 
Ihc figure had not made menlion of tht wtird King," Alteration has been 
made in the scene of Iho vision, and the age of Cromwell.] 

The Moor spread wild and far 

In the sharp whiteness of a wintry shroud, i 

Midnight yet moonless ; and the winds ice-bound. 
And a grey dusk — not darkness — reign'd around. 
Save where the paleness of a sudden star 

Peer'd o'er some haggard precipice of cloud. — 
Where on the wold, the triple pathway crost, 
A sturdy wanderer wearied, lone, and lost, 
Paus'd and gaz'd round ; a dwarf d but aged yew 
O'er the wan rime its gnome-hke shadow threw; 
The spot invited, and by sleep opprest, 
Beneath tlie boughs he laid him down to rest. 

A man of stalwart limbs and hardy frame. 

Meet for the antique time when force was fame. 

Youthful in years — the features yet betray 

Thoughts rarely mellow'd till the locks are grey ; 

Round the firm lip.'i the lines of solemn wile 

Might warn the wise of danger in the smile ; 
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But the blunt aspect spoke more sternly still 

That craft of craft — the Stubborn Will : 

That which, — let what may betide — 

Never halts nor swerves aside ; 

From afar its victim viewing. 

Slow of speed, but sure-pursuing ; 

Thro' maze, up mount, still hounding on its way. 

Till it is grimly couch'd beside the conquered prey ! 

II. 

The loftiest fate will longest lie 
In unrevealing sleep ; — 

And yet unknown the destined race^ 

Nor yet his Soul had walk'd with Grace ; 

Still, on the seas of Time 

Drifted the ever-careless prime, — 

But many a blast that o'er the sky 

All idly seems to sweep, — 
Still while it speeds, may spread the seeds. 

The toils of autumn reap : — 
And we must blame the soil, and not the wind. 
If hurrying passion leave no golden grain behind. 

III. 

Seize — seize — seize !* 
Bind him strong in the chain, 
On his heart, on his brain. 

Clasp the gyves of the iron Sleep. ' 

Seize — seize — seize — 
Ye fiends that dimly sweep 
Up from the cloudy deep. 
Where Death holds ghastly watch beside his brother, 

* AeiCt» k»Uj XttSi, XttSi, (seize, seize, seize). — MtchyL Eumen, 125. 
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Ve pale Inipalpables, thai are 

Shadows of Truths afar, 

Prophets that men call Dr^iams — 
The phantom birth of that mysterious Mother, 

Who, by the Ebon Gate, 

Beyond the shore where DayUght streams, 

Sits, muttering spells for mortal slate. 
Young with eternal years, — the Titan-Sibyl Path ! 

Prophets that men call Dreams ! — 



Bind him strong in the chain. 

On his heart, on his brain. 

Clasp the gyves of the iron Sleep ! 
Awakes or dreams he still? 

His eyes are open with a glassy stare, 
On the fix'd brow the large drops gather chill. 
And Horror like a Wind stirs thro' the lifted hair*. 

Before him stands the Tiling of Dread — 
A Giant Shadow motionless and pale ! 
As those dim Lemur-Vapours f that exhale 
From the rank grasses rotting o'er the Dead, 
And startle midnight with the mocking shew 
Of the still, shrouded bouea (hat sleep below — 

So the wan image which the Vision bore 

Was outlined from the air, no more 
Than served to make the loathing sense a bond 
Between the World of Life, and grieslier worlds beyond. 



AiJ^' irSxSi K^TH ^iSm. 

Suph. CEdip. Col. 1465. 
t The Lemuces or LikrTEe, the evil spiritit of the dead, aa the Lues were 
the ^ood, — Thi-y liaiiuleil nepiilclices — '' loath to leave ILe bodies that t)>cy 



127 

V. 

" Behold !" the Shadow said, and lo, 

Where the blank heath had spread^ a smiling scene ; 

Soft woodlands sloping from a village green,"^ 

And, waving to blue Heaven, the happy cornfields glow : 

A modest roof, with ivy clustered o'er. 

And Childhood's busy mirth beside the door. 

But, yonder, sunset sleeping on the sod. 

Bow Labour's rustic sons in solemn prayer ; 

And, self-made Teacher of the truths of God, 
The Dreamer sees the Phantom-Cromwell there ! 
'* Art thou content, of these the greatest 7%om," 
Murmured the Fiend, " the Master and the Priest ?'* 
A sidlen anger knit the Dreamer's brow. 
And from his scornful lips the words came slow, 
*' The greatest of the Hamlet, Demon, No!" 
Loud laugh'd the Fiend — then trembled thro' the sky, 
Where haply angels watch'd, a warning sigh ; — 

And Darkness swept the scene^ and golden Quiet ceas'd. 

VI. 

'* Behold !" the Shadow said — a hell-born ray 

Shoots thro' the Night, up-leaps the unblessed Day, 

Spring from the earth the Dragon's armed seed, 

rhe ghastly squadron wheels, and neighs the spectre-steed. 

* The fann of St. Ives, where Cromwell spent three years, afterwards 
recalled with regret — though not unafflided with dark hypochondria and 
sullen discontent. Here, as Mr. Forster impressively observes, << in the 
tenants that rented from him, in the labourers that served' under him, he 
sought to sow the seeds of his after troop of Ironsides. . • . Alt the famous 
doctrineM of his later and more celebrated years were tried and tested in the 
little farm of St. Ives, . . . Before going to their fieldwork in the morning) 
they (his 8(>rvant8) knelt down with their master in the touching equality of 
praj'er ; in the evening they shared with him again the comfort and exaltation 
of divine precepts." — Forster's Cromwell, 



Unnatural sounds the Mother- iongiie 
As loud from host lo host the English warcry ruDj 

Kindrpil with kindred blent in slaughter, lo 
The dark phantasma of the Prophet- Woe ! 

A gay and ghttering band ! 
Apollo's lovelocks in the crest of Mars — 
Light-hearted Valour, laughing acorn lo scars — 

A gay and glittering band. 
Unwitting of the scythe — the Lilies of ihe Land! 

Pale in the midst, that stately squadron boast 
A princely form, a mournful browj 

And still, where plumes are proudest, seen. 

With sparkling eye and dauntless mien. 
The young Achilles * of the host. 

On rolls the surging war. — and now 
Along the closing columns ring — 

"Rupert" and "Charles" — "The Lady of the Crownf," 

" Down with the Roundhead Rebels, down !' 
" St. George and England's king." 

A stalwart and a sturdy band, — 

Whose souls of sullen zeal 

Are made by the Immortal Hand, 

Invulnerable steel ! 
A kneeling host, — a pause of prayer, 
A single voice thrilb through the air 
" They come. Up Ironsides ! 
" For Truth and Peack unsparing smite ! 
" Behold the accurs'd Anialekite!" 



" Prince Rupert. 
wBi Ihe populur watchword ofthu Cnvnliers. 
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The Dreamer's heart beat high and loud. 
For, calmly through the carnage-cloud. 
The Scourge and Servant of the Lord, 
This hand the Bible — that the Sword — 
The Phantom-Cromwell rides ! 

A lurid darkness swallows the array, 
One moment lost — the darkness rolls away, 
And, o'er the slaughter done. 
Smiles, with his eyes of love, the setting Sun. 
Death makes our Foe our Brother ; 
And, meekly, side by side, 
Sleep scowling Hate, and sternly smiling Pride, 
On the kind breast of Earth, the quiet Mother ! 
Lo, where the Victor sweeps along. 
The Gideon of the gory throng. 
Beneath his hoofs the harmless dead — 
The sunlight glory on his helmed head — 
Before him steel-clad Victory bending. 
Around, from earth to heaven ascending — 
The fiery incense of triumphant song. 

So, as some orb above a mighty stream 
Sway'd by its law — and sparkling in its beam, — 
A Power apart from that tempestuous tide. 
Calm and aloft behold the Phantom-Conqueror ride ! 
" Art thou content — of these the greatest Thou, 
'^ Hero and Patriot ?'* murmured then the Fiend. 
The unsleeping Dreamer answered, " Tempter, nay, 

" My soul stands breathless on the mountain's brow 
And looks beyond r Again swift darkness screened 

The solemn Chieftain and the fierce array. 
And armed Glory pass'd, like happier Peace, away. 

K 



VII. 

He looked again, and saw 
A chamber with funereal sables hung 

W'herein there lay a ghastly headless filing 
That once had been a king — 
And by the corpse a Using man, whose doom, 
Had both been left to Nature's quiet Law. 
Were riper for the Garner-House of Gloom.* 
Rudely beside the gory clay were flung 

A broken sceptre and an antique crown. 
So, aller some imperial Tragedy 

August alike with sorrow and renown. 
We smile to see the gauds that mov'd our awe. 

Purple and orb; In dusty lumber lie, — 
Alas, what thousands, on the stage ofTime, 
Envied the baubles, and revered the Mime ! 

Placed by the trunk — with long and whitening hair 

By dark-red gouts besprent, tho severed head 

Up to the Gazer's musing eyes, the while, 

Look'd with its livid brow and stony smile. 
On that sad scene, his gaze the Dreamer fed. 
Familiar both the Living and the Dead ; 
Terror, and hate, and strife concluded there. 

Calm in his six-feet realmf the monarch lay; 

And ty the warning victim's mangled clay 



• The reader will recall the wl-U known nlory of Ciomwell opening tlw 1 
cufiin of Charles wilh Ike htltofa prtvatt totditr'i sword, anil, after gazing 0B<'| 
Iha body aome time, obBtrving calmly, that it seemed made for long life.— 
" Had Nature been his Eiecullaner, 

Hi! would have outLiveJ Mo V—Cramue/I. i MS. Iiogrdy^ 
-j- A. whole tjiic was in ih^ alern epigram of (he Saion whi-n asked by tiM J 
rival to his throne — " Whot flhate of territory wilt Ihou give mo ?'' — " Six 
nf land for a grace l" 
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The Phantom-Cromwell smird.-^and bending down 
With shadowy fingers toy'd about the shadowy crown. 
" Art thou content, at last, a Greater thou 
'' Than one to whom the loftiest bent the knee, 
^' Brand to the False — ^but Banner to the Free — 
'^ Avenger and Deliverer !" 

" Fiend;* replied 
The Dreamer, " who shall palter with the tide ? — 
" Deliverer I Pilots who the vessel save 
" Leave not the helm while winds are on the wave. 
" The Future is the Haven of the Now !" 
'' True,'* quoth the Fiend — Again the darkness spread. 
And Night gave back to Air thetf)oomsman and the 
Dead ! 

VIII. 

He look*d again ; and now 

A lofty Senate stern with many a Form, 

Not unfamiliar to the former strife ; 

An anxious passion knit each gathered brow ; 

0*er all, that hush deep not serene, in life, 

As in the air, prophetic of wild storm. 

Upro# a stately shape* with dark-bright eye 

And worn cheek lighted with a feverish glow ; — 

It spoke — and at the aspect and the sound 

The Dreamer breath'd a fierce and restless sigli| 

An instinct bade him hate and fear 

That unknown shape — as if a foe were near — 

* When Cromwell came down (leaving his musqueteen without the door) 
to dissolve the Long Parliament, Vane was in the act of urging through the 
last stage the Bill that would have saved the republic. See Forster's 
spirited account of this scene, Life of Vane, 152. 

k2 
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For, mighty in that mien of thoughtful youth, 
Spoke Fraud's most deadly foe — a soul on fire with 
Truth ;— 
A soul without one stain 
Savp England's hallowing tears ; — the sad and starry Vane I] 
There enters on that conclave high 
A solitary Man ; 
And rustling thro' the conclave liigh 

A troubled murmur ran ; 
A moment more — loud riot all — 
With pike and morion gleam the startled hall : 
And there, where, since the primal date 

Of Frej^om's glorious morn. 
The Eternal People solemn sate 
The People's Champion spat his ribald scorn ! 
Dark moral to all ages ! — Blent in one 
The broken fasces and the shattered throne; 
The deed that damns immortally is done ; 
And Force, the Cain of Nations — reigns alone \ 
The veil is rent — the crafty soul lies bare ! 
"Behold," the Demon cried, " the Fwiwre Cromwell, there! 
" Art thou content, on Earth the Greatest thou, 
" Apostate and Usurper?" — From his rest • 
The Dreamer started witli a heaving breast, 
The better angels of the human heart i 

Not duiQb to his, — The Hell-Born laugh'd aloud , 
And o'er the Evil Vision rush'd the Cloud ! 



ODE III 



THE DEATH OF NELSON 



I. 

The wind conies gently from the westi* 

The smile is on the face of day ; 
And gaily o'er the ocean's breast. 

The breezes are at play ; 
Along the deep — upon the foe. 

The sails of England bear ; 
Above, the busy murmurs glow,f 
Hush'd in the cabin, kneels below, 

A lonely man in prayer. 
He pray'd as ought to pray the bra\e 

Before the seraph-guarded throne ; 
He pray'd to conquer and to save. — 

The morn of that immortal strife. 

More anxious for a foeman's life, J 
Than hopeful for his own. 

* The wind was now from the west, light breezes, &c. Having seen that 
all was as it should be, Nelson retired to his cabin and wrote the following 
prayer, &c. — Southey** Nelson, 

t " The busy murmur glows."— Gray. 

X *' May humanity after victory be the predominant feature in the British 
fleet, for myself, individually, I commit my life to Him that made me,'* 
&c. — Neison*s fast prayer. 
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He rose ; — Before him glow'd. 

In limned loveliness, that, haunting face,* 

Where, through the roseate bloom of its abode 

Look'd out the starry soul ! — Celestial, thus. 

Thro' sunset clouda, Idalian Hesperus, 

Breaks on the lover, loitering by the sea. 
That laves the passionate shores of soft: Parthenope.f i 

The youngest-born of the Olymjiian race. 
The Hebe of the Martyr- Demi god, 

Never with looks of more voluptuous light 
The golden Ether trod ; 

Slow-stealing where at length from earth reposed. 
Her hero-bridegroom, ds more blandly bright, 
Grew with her blush, the glory-purpled skies. 

Grim by the throne of ZeusJ the Eagle closed 

At her melodious step hia charmed eyes, 
And worn Alcides, of his woes beguil'd, 
Turn'd from the whispering Mars, and Love ambrosial 
smil'd. 

HI. 
What thoughts were his, the doomed and lonely one. 

Feeding the last look on that fatal face ? 
Did conscience darken o'er the evil done, 

Or deem that love so deep could be disgrace 1 

• A poilrait of I^dy HttniiltoQ hung in bis cabin. The undiiguited and 
ramaaficpaBiiun wilh which ha regarded it, flmoimted almost to inpetttilioli. 
—Soul lies' a AV/ion. 

fPiirthenope, the puelieal name of Naples. It wa« in that city that NbIiob 
Bmt saw Lmly Hamilton. 

I Find. Pylh. 1. I need acutcely [leihapa infurm even the geneial TPader, 
that Zeua, iu an uvp'''^'>'io>' "'' Giei'k iiiythuigg)', is a more Bp[ici>i>tiale name 
for the Tbundei-Gud than that uf Jupiter. 
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Did that sole deed of vengeance wild and weak, 
Which bow'd the Warrior to the Woman's slave. 

Ghastly and mournful o'er his memory break ? — 
Mark'd he the corpse, rejected by the wave. 
Floating once more upon the accusing sea ; — 

The livid aspect and the snow-white hair ; — 

The fix'd eyes fearful with a stony glare ; — 
Life-like in death, the wrong' d Caraccioli ?* 

Saw he the dark-wing'd Malice cower above 

The doubtful bowers of his Armida-love ? 

Heard he the sighs which gentler spirits breathe 

O'er the one rose-leaf in the laurel- wreath ? 

For Envy harmless o'er the laurel blows. 

But when did worm forego, or canker spare the rose ? 

Away ; the centered soul, in hours like these. 

Daunts not itself with phaqf^m images ; 

One voice alone is heard within the heart, 
" We loved, and we must part !" 

Yet while the voice was heard ; and heavily 

Round that low cell boom'd the voice-echoing sea. 
As clouds obscure the unswerving planet, — fast 

Across the luminous spirit rush'd the Past. 



* Prince Francesco Caraccioli was at the head of the marine ; — neari 
seventy years of age ; — served under the Neapolitan or Parthenopsan re- 
public against his late Sovereign. When the recovery of Naples was evi- 
dently near, he applied to Cardinal Ruffo and the Duke of Calvirrano for 
protection, — afterwards endeavoured to secret himself, — was discovered in the 
disguise of a peasant, and carried on board Lord Nelson's ship. He was 
tried, — found guilty, — sentenced to death by hanging, the evening of his ap- 
prehension, — the President (Count Thurn) of the court-martial was his per- 
sonal enemy. . . .He entreated that he might be shot — in vain. It was ob- 
vious, says Mr. Southey, from whom this account is abridged, that Nelson 
was influenced by an infatuated attachment to Lady I^milton, then on board, 
whose hatred against those whom she regarded the enemies of the Neapolitan 
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The Boy — once niore^he was the lonely boy,* 
Dreaming oracular sounds and weird, to hear 

Where the Brook murmur'd in a restless joy — 

Or asking anxious Age with wonder — " What is Fear?" 

Away, upon the Warrior Seas, 

Amidst the icebergs of the death-like Main 
Where daylight bleaches in the dreary air; — f 

ITie broken Trarae, the fell disease 

And the dull anguish of the bed of pain; — - 

The Hour when Youth first wrestles with DespairJ 
When the far Alps of Fame, more giant seem 

Seen thro' the morning mists that struggle wilh the heal 



Court, maile her forget nliiLt was due lo the cliaracler of bet sex ai well as of 
her coimlry. The body was carried outto a considerable distance and lunkin 
the ba^, with thitu douMe-headed iihot. weighing 250 pouads, tied to its legi. 
Between two and Ihree weeks aflprwards, when the King was on lioaid Ihs 
Foiiilruyant, a NeapciUtan fisherman came to the ship, and solemnly declarad J 
that Cniaccioli had Hsen from the bottom of the si'a, and was coming as [ait ] 
as he could lo Naples, swimming half out of the water. The day beiugfaii. 
NelBOU, (0 please the King, etuod out to sea ; but the ship had not proceeded 
far, betore a body was distioctly seeu upright in the watiT, and approaching 
thvtnj It was soon tucogniied to be, indeed, tbe corpse of Caraccioli, which 
liuil risen and Suated, while the great weights attached >o the legs kept ths 
boily in a [Hnitiun like that of a living man.— SfulAry't Nrlim. 

• Whi'n a mere child he utray'd a bird's nesting from his grandtnothert 
house — the dioner-hour elapsed — he wan absent and could not be found — tha 
alarm uf the family was very great, Sc At length, after search had heeii 
made for him in various directions, he was discovered alone sitting composedly 
by the side of a brook which he could not get over. " I wonder, child," said the 
old lady, when she saw him, " that hunger and fear did not drive you home.' 
■■ Fear," replied Ihe future hero, " I never saw Fear, what isitP"— 7M. 

t The voyage of diacoveiy towards the North Pole, in which Nelson 
served. ''The sky was Reae rally loaded with hurJ white clouds, from which 
it was never entirely ft^ even in tlie clearest weather." — lUd. 

X "The disease baOlGd ail power of mvdicine; he wasivitucid almost lo» 
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Till sudden o'er the spiritual eye there broke 
The Radiant Orb of the to-come Renown^ 

And from the nightmare-sleep^ prophetic woke 
Genius — ^which is but Hope to Action grown, — 

And haird in Titan crags the footstool to its throne ! 

Yet ever in that high career 
What stinging Doubts pursued I 

Hiss'd Hydra Envies in his ear 
And, round the steps of bleeding Toil, 
The creeping things that clog the soil. 

And, while they cumber, wound, in thorny fetters coil. 
O Fountain heard afar — but rarely view'd. 

As the Hart panteth for the water-brook. 

So, in the burning waste doth Glory look 

For thy life-giving well, melodious Gratitude ! 

V. 

Fast flashing, like the phosphor gleam 

Upon the southern seas ; 
Shine, rippling o'er his waking dream. 

The wavelike memories. 
They rush'd — the triumphs of that crowded life — 
The hot Delight of Strife. 



skeleton ; the use of his limbs was for some time entirely lost, &c. * * * 
Long afterwards, when the name of Nelson was known as widely as that of 
England itself, he spoke of the feelings which he at this time endured. ** I felt 
impressed,'' said he, " with a feeling that I should never rise in my profession. 
My mind was staggered with a view of the difficulties I bad to surmount. I 
could discover no means of reaching the object of my ambition. After a 
long and gloomy reverie, in which I almost wished to throw myself overboard, 
a sudden glow of patriotism was kindled within me, &c." From that time 
he often said, a radiant orb was suspended in his mine's eye, which urged 
him onward to renown." — Ibid, 



The Nile' 



■nging d 



Aboukir's reddening Bay, 

The thunder- sceptre ravish'd from the Gaul, — 
They rush'd — the risions and the victories ; 

The swarming streets — the festive hall ; 
A nation's choral and sublime acclaim ; 

And — as the air with one orb's arrowy light. 
Earth radiant with one name ! 

From these be turn'd to holier thoughts, away. 

Sad with the wisdom of the Preacher's song; 

For he had felt how loud applauses die. 

As custom hacknies to the vulgar eye 

The Fame, — not so the Wrong ! 
For Slander is the echo of Repute, 
And strikes from hill to hill when Glory's tromp is mute. 
To the calm spot in this loud world, he turn'd 

Where laugh'd the eyes too young bis loss to weep ; 
Oh, how, once more, the boding Father yearn'd 

To wateh one fair face in the happy slet'i>, — 
As, when (that parting hour) in pious care 
By his child's couch he knelt* — she did not hear his prayer ij 



VI. 



The Phantom shapes are Hown ! 

As ghosts before tlie day. 
The unsubstantial memories glide away. 

Into their closing grave. 



* Bontia Nelson ThampsoD, twlieved io he h» daughter, and M ind* 
he called her the lait liiai! that he pignaunccd her oame. The last ni 
which Netiioii passrd at MeHon were emptuyed in praying over this child a 
■hu lay sleepiug,— Sou(Aey'« NtUon. 
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The Hour has claimed its own ! 

Aloft, the hurrying tread, the gathering hum ; 

Around, the brightening sky, the freshening water — 
More near and near the fated squadrons come — 
Fast o*er the dread suspense rushes the storm of slaughter — 
And the heart bounds forth from its gloom. 
Over the tides of its solemn doom. 
As tlie hero's bark, when the rousing gale 
Shakes the sullen sleep from its gladdening sail. 
Bounds over the roaring wave ! 

VII. 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! from wave to sky. 
Arose the Sea-Queen's signal-cry ; 
From heart to heart electric ran 

Those words of simple beauty, — 
England expects that every man 
This day shall do his duty ! 

VIII. 

Full on the foe the sunbeams shine. 

And our seamen gaze on the glittering line. 

Thirty and three, their numbers be. 

Like giants they stride thro' the groaning sea. 

Our seamen gazed with a glad delight — 

Ne'er had they seen such a goodly sight ; 

Then they glanc'd at each other, and ** Oh," they said, 

" How well they will look at our own * Spithead.' "* 

* The sun shone on the sails of the enemy, and their well-formed line, with 
their nmnerous three-deckers, made an appearance which any other assailants 
would have thought formidable. But the British sailors only admired the 
beauty and the splendour of the spectacle; and, in full confidence of winning 
what they saw, remarked to each other, ** What a fine sight yonder ships 
would make at Spithead !" Ibid, 




IX. 

At the head of the line goes the " Victory"* 

With Nelson on the deck ; 
And on his breast the orders shine+ 

Like the stars on a shattered wreck. 
For ruthless had the lightning been 

That Sash'd from the stormy fame ; 
And only spar'd ihe laurels, green J 

O'er the rents of the ruin'd frame. 
" Look out, look out," cried Nelson, " see 

(For 60 the fight began) 
"How ' the Sovereign § steers thro' the Frenchman's liaS 

" Astern of the Santa Ann." 
" Look out, look out," cried CollJngwood, 
As he burst thro' the Frenchman's line, 
" If Nelson cou'd, in our place have stood, 

" And have been but here, the first to sleer 
" Thro' the midst of the Frenchman's Une."[| 
Now from Ihe fleet of the foemen past 

Ahead of " the Victory," 
A four-deck'd ship with a flagless mast — 

An Anak of the sea — 
His gaze on the ship. Lord Nelson cast, 

" Oho, my old friendj" quoth he. 



• n The Victory," Nelion'a ship. 

i He wnre that <lay, as utiua.1, his adaiirB)'B frock cwt, bemtiig On the lefl 

breusCTouT stars of Ihe di&arentoidecSHitb which he vaiinyested. — Sautheg't 

NtflOH. 

I 1 need scarctly otiserva that according to the poetical Superstition of the 
BQcients the lightning never scathed the laurel. 

} The Royal Soiereign.cammanded by Collingwood. 

II "What voald Nelson give lo he here 1" aaid CulUngWDOd, delighted « 
beiBg flnt id the heat of the fiie.— SmifAry'i Ndten. 




" Since a^ain we have met, we must all be glad 
To pay our respects to the Trinidad !"• 
Full on the how, of the giant foe. 

Our gallant " Victory" runs ; 
Thro' the dark'ning smoke, the thunder broke 

O'er her deck from a hundred guna ; — 
But we answered not, by a single shot. 
Though our booms and the maintop fell. 

Until we were suited with two to one. 

For we liked the odds we had always won. — 

Here, to the left, at length we had 

The saint of the ocean — Trinidad; 

There, to the right, loom'd the bulky might 
Of the grim Redoutahle. 

Then out in her pride, and from either side 
Spoke tlie wrath of the " Victory." 
Cries Hardy, " My Lord, we must run on board 
"One of their braggarts to break the line, 
" Which shall it be ?*' — Saitli our King of the Sea, 
(And we heard through the roar his careless voice,) 
" It matters not much, you may take your choice." ■)- 
So the helm to port; — O'er the bounding brine 

With a shout we burst, where the shot came worst 
From the grim Redoutable, 
As swarms of bees on the summer trees. 
Her tops were filled with the Tyrolese.J 
And their bullets came with a dastard aim 

' The Santimima Trinidad, Nelaou's old acqiiaiatunce as liis uaed 
her, wai dUtinguiihabla odI; by hiir four decks. 

t '' Take yaui choice, Hardy, it daeg not aij^Dify much.'' — Soi 
Ntlian. 

I " Uer lops, liku those of all Iho enemy's ihip9, vera tilled WJT 
men (the Tyrulese)."— SonfAfi,'. Nrfiori. 



Rouiidfhemark which the Brave would have deemeddivine ;— 

Where, o'er tlie gentlest heart that e'er 
Bade carnage cease or conquest spare, 
The stars of glory shine. 
On the other side of the foeman prest 

Our dauntless Temeraire ; 
Boarded in turn — for the ships were four, — 
And the huge guns plied with a slackened roar. 
As, breast to breast, the vessels rest, — 
We fought like landsmen there ! 
The Redoutable no more replied 
To our guns — " She has struck," our Nelson cried. 
" No penuon waves on her sullen mast, 
" She has struck and the time to destroy is past ;* 
" I have prayed our Lord with a Christian's prayer, 
"Thoughourarmsraay win, that our hearts may spare." 
Scarce the words were spoke, through the lurid smoke, ' 

O God, we saw him fall ; 
From the ship he had Ijid our guns forbear. 
Came the murderous rifle-ball. 



XII. 
As down Sicilian Etna's burning side. 
The waning terrors of the liquid hell 

Fainter and dimlier grow ! 
So the spent rage of Battle grimly died 

O'er the far-booming ocean's labouring swell- 
But, ever and anon, the sudden flame 
Shot from some Hying sail, 

* '' He twice gave orders to cease firing upon the Redoutable, mppoaini 
that (he had struck, tierausc tier great gun) were sileal. From this ihip^ 
which be hsd tbus twice spared, he re>;ei«i-d bit ilealli. A liall, &e."- 
SaiiOty'i Ntlian. 
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And the last vengeance of the vanquish'd came 
In loud despair upon the cloudy gale. 

They fly — still dealing death — they fly — the Foe ! 

So lions from the circling spears retire, 

With horrent jaws that menace as they go ; 
So hurrying comets that depart in ire. 
Shake from their demon-urns the swart malignant fire ! 

XIII. 

But where was he — the noblest son 
Of the Triumphant Isle, — 

Where — England's loftiest victory won — 
Her Hero of the Nile ? — 
Lo, on his couch, the Victor- Victim lying. 

Save to the few — ^the fatal stroke unknown — 
Above — ^his gladsome crew — his pennon flying, 

And he, with that dark Angel — Death, alone ! 

But ever as the loud hurra,* 
Tim'd with triumphant peal his latest day. 

By each new conquest o'er the scattering Foe, 
Flash'd on the ashen cheek the flickering glow. 
And, like a star that pales beneath the morn. 

When gradual broadening o*er the solemn sky. 
So life grew dark as glory drew more nigh ! 

Vain on that gentle heart the levin came ; 

Nor bays nor mingling myrtle there uptorn ; 
And thoughts, like echoes in a shrine, repeat 



* As often as a ship struck, the crew of the Victory hurra'd, and at every 
hurra a visible expression of joy gleamed in the eyes, and marked the counte- 
nance of the dying hero. — Southey** Neison, 



Familiar memories indistinctly sweet. 

That blend his England's with his Enima'a name" 



The last guns heard that famous day 

Along the Deep were dying ; 
No flag, save ours, within the bay 

On a single mast was flying ; — 
When the Captain came where Nelson lay, 

The chaplain by his side ; 
His hand he press 'd, — his cheek he kiss'd, 

'' Look up," the Captain cried ; — 
" Twenty have struck, and the rest have fled, 

"We have won the victory !" 
" Thank God — thank God," then feebly said 

The Sydney of the Sea — f 
" My duty is done,"J — So the race was run. 

And thus our Nelson died. 

* " Next to his country she occupied hia thoughti." — Seulhti/'t ffelnm. I 
f Nelson reGembled Sydney in his fate but yet maie in hit humuiit) 

Each insisted, at the last, that the sutgeun should Uava him and attend to 

thnae lo whom lie might he useful. 

X "Thank God, I have done my dutyl" These words he repeatedly 

prDUDunced, and Ihey were the last words which he uttered. — Satilhijft 
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tensive Library, Conduit Street, Hanover Square. Terms, as a aingle letter, on 
application (post paid). The best Periodicals are included in the monthly sup- 
plies, and the number of volumes forwarded will he iii proportion to the Dumber of 
membprs farToiug the society. II ia recommended that adjacent Familiea in Scot- 
land, Ireland, and the more remote parts of England, should uoile in forming a 
\mat subacriplion. 
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